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FOREWORD 


It was almost a year ago that M approached me with a wild little idea: a Skeleton Bros 
zine that embraced all sides and interpretations. Or rather, | asked her in the middle of 
my rampant zine phase, and she answered with an unfulfilled dream. Which | promptly 
decided to enable. The road ahead has been bumpy as all hell, but | like to think the 
end result was worth it. With great pride in this beautiful fandom as a whole, we'd like 
to present to you the end result of months of work and dedication from both Mods and 
Contributors alike. A whole project just about Sans and Papyrus, and the relationship 
they share. | hope you enjoy it just as much as we did. Right down To The Bone. 


- Mod Luna & the To The Bone Team 


DISCLAIMERS 


Please note that in Farmtale Sans and Papyrus’ canon names are Saejun and Pilsu but 
will be referred to as Sans and Papyrus in this zine. We wish to acknowledge this for the 
Korean community as to not cause offence. 


Please note that in Fellswap Gold Sans and Papyrus’ canon nicknames are Wine 
and Coffee but will be referred to as Sans and Papyrus in this zine. We wish to 
acknowledge this for any members of the fandom who expect canon nicknames to be 

used. 


Underlust works are contained within this zine. While the AU itself is considered NSFW, 
the works are not. 


For simplicity with the Underswap AUs, we have only included Fellswap Gold (noted 
above), Fellswap (red bros), and Swapfell (purple bros). Please remember this is only to 
separate the Swap AUs properly. 


This is a free zine created with no profits collected. 
Do not repost to file sharing sites. 
Do not print to sell for profit. 


by HailSam 


INTERPLANETARIUM & un 
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ERTALE 


The Ebbott City Planetarium was host to many things, not just the astronomy related 
shows they offered. There was an archaeology dig near the front for ages 3 and older, 
there was the hall of History that changed month to month. There was a giant dinosaur 
in the atrium that stood guard over the small beings that came through. 


The Planetarium was the host of today’s event, which included two very special skeleton 
brothers. 


Sans was the older, a short skeleton in a blue hoodie who seemed interested but a 

bit sleepy at seeing everything. Papyrus, the younger but taller, wearing his beloved 
Royal Guard uniform (actually a Halloween costume Sans had created for him), gazed 
around in intrigue, his hand grabbing up Sans’ arm as he was too tall to hold hands 
with his brother now. The signs were a bit confusing, children led in groups with their 
teachers to different halls, while couples seemed to duck into the gift shop. 


“Nyeh! Why must they make this puzzle so...puzzling?!” 
“Are ya sayin’ ya feel...japed, bro?” 


Sans’ ‘hehe’ laughter rang out over Papyrus’ mumbled huffing, which faded once 

they found the sign pointing their way to the Planetarium. He sped on, dragging a 
giggling Sans behind him as they gave their tickets to a man at the front who was busy 
watching something on his phone. Sans looked behind them, shrugging as he kept his 
gaze forward. 


The Planetarium show was hosted in a theater. It was the oddest theater he’d ever 
been to, which wasn't saying a lot since he had not been to many. Yet. They hadn't 
been on the surface very long, after all. 


The theater seats were very unusual. While created to appear like a normal one with 
armrests and a soft cushion, it had a lever that would pull the seat backwards like a 
recliner, leaving the person cradled within and staring upwards instead of forward. 
The ‘screen’ was the entire ceiling, arched over as if one were lying on the ground, 
witnessing the sky above them, flickering stars and fading sunlight. 


Papyrus pointed at the empty theater, looking quite proud of himself. “The human said 
we can sit wherever we please! But | daresay the middle is the perfect spot!!” 


Sans nodded. He had to agree. The middle of anything was good. Close enough to 
hear, but faraway to see. With that, he was dragged again, bodily lifted so as not to 
bump into the chairs as they shuffled to the middle of the theater. It was too bad there 
was no food or drink allowed; some popcorn would really tie this all together. Papyrus 
plopped Sans in one seat, then did a bit of twisting and turning to get into the one on 
Sans’ right. 


Sans was...small enough to barely reach the leg rests, content to shuffle down in the 
seat with his hands laced over his belly. Papyrus, the tall boy that he was, had his feet 
reaching the end of the seat and a little off, his head almost past the headrest as he 
laid down. The leather squeaked under his gloved hands as he shifted, tapping his 
fingers energetically as he shuffled in place. “Oh, this is so exciting! Sans! Are you 
excited?!” 


“Heh, yep,” came his answer, even as he felt his eye sockets 
flutter. He could fall asleep right here and now, as comfy as 
it was. It was also warm, or maybe that was just the feeling in 
his chest, a warm cozy feeling of being...happy. 


Heh. Maybe. 


“Saaaans...don’t,” Papyrus groaned, his fingers thumping 
against the armrest before reaching over to prod Sans 
back awake, “don’t fall asleep! It’s a movie, you have to pay 
attention!” 


“I’m awake,” he chuckled, although he wasn’t sure when he’d shut his eyes. He opened 
one back up, taking in a breath as Papyrus settled back down, his fingers tapping out a 
rhythm that seemed familiar. Dun dun dun, dun dun dun...ba da dun... 


Oh, no, wait, he was falling back asleep. He snorted awake, letting out a shuddering 
yawn as a few people came in, sitting at the front instead as Papyrus shifted around, 
the lights starting to dim. Oh stars, he really was going to fall asleep... 


“Sans, Sans, are you excited?? Are you?” Papyrus whispered, reaching over as Sans 
reached up, both of them holding each other's hand, as easy as it was when they were 
younger, running around and about the same height. 


“i 


Course | am, bro. I’m here with you.” 


Papyrus laughed, shushing himself as it had echoed too loud in the theater, but it was 
nothing compared to a little girl up ahead who laughed loudly, clapping her hands. 
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The screen dimmed, then... 

“Space.” 

The voice of Spock—Spock!!_filtered through speakers that littered the edges of the 
screen, and Sans couldn't help to sit up, his hand squeezing Papyrus’ with a large grin, 
his heels thumping against the foot rest. 

“The Final Frontier.” 

Bam. Stars sped past them as if they were on a rocket ship into the stratosphere, 


amusing the little girl ahead who squealed loudly and threw her arms up. Sans felt 
the want to do so as well, despite knowing they weren't actually moving, his eye pips 


>. 


“These are the voyages of the human race, to go boldly where no other has gone. The 
stars that give us light, that give us hope, shine above us as radiant as ever.” 


He wasn’t wrong. The stars were bright as ever, here and at night, twinkling wonderful 
beings that called out to them. Asking for a hand in friendship, or even just as curious 
as they were about them. He wondered, would Spock, would Leonard, be proud of 
where the Earthen race was in their adventures to the stars? Would he ever have 
wanted to meet a Monster with the same drive, same passion, as them? 


He hoped so. 


“Everyone assumes stars to be still lifeforms, but that could not be further from the 
truth.” The shuttle they were in sped towards one, a distant comet hurtling through 
space, and Sans watched with wide eyes. “They are constantly moving, from the distant 
comet, to the closest planet. We dance among the Heavens with giants like our sun-" 
and here it panned to the sun of their system "-and with infants like Pluto.” 


Pluto sped by slowly, as if dancing the waltz that Leonard Nimoy was conducting, a 
dance full of softness and intricate details that would be otherwise lost to time. 


The little girl up ahead shouted something, quickly shushed by her parents who were 
giggling beside her, but the crescendo of the music swallowed up the noise with 
minimal effort. 


“In ancient times, humans used the stars to guide their way, a point of reference that 
still is in use today. Guide us home, Northern Star.” A star shone brightly in the middle 
of the screen, and it slowly zoomed up and up and up, causing them to crane their 
necks back, only for it to shoot down back to Earth. 


“When Man first walked the planet, his sights were set on the new, the hope, the skies.” 
A furry human walked onto land from the sea itself, sending a bit of scattered laughter 
in the theater, and his head tilted up, staring at the dark, starry sky. In a flash, he 
changed to a man dressed in colonial clothes, hand covering his forehead as he stared, 
marking something down on a map before pointing that way. 


It was so fascinating to see ancient humans. Sans remembered how old Monsters 
used to look, but they weren't a far cry from modern ones as this seemed to be. These 
humans held themselves differently, talked differently, wore different clothing. 


He had no time to dissect it, as the camera trailed to the night sky again, the center of 
the universe and the movie. Spock started to speak again, and Sans found himself lost 
in the words, letting himself be buoyed around like the ships at sea. Slowly he relaxed 
in his seat, his hand barely grasping onto Papyrus’, who wasn’t even watching the movie 
by this point. Rather, his gaze kept straying to Sans, absolutely thrilled and so, so proud 
of his brother. He was totally enthralled in the movie, never moving an inch although 
that was par for the course with Sans. 


But he was awake. He was awake, interacting with the world around them instead of 
letting it pass by like the ships on the sea, like the comets blazing across the screen 
and lighting up the seats. 


He wasn't snoring on the couch, hand on belly, drifting to sleep by boredom or 
depression or just being too still. 
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His brother was here, acting more alive than he had in... 
Oh. 
Papyrus didn’t want to dwell on that. 


He wanted to focus on the here and now, as he had often told his brother. The here 
and now was what counted most, what you were doing in these moments, the present 
time. Whatever happened, whatever was going to happen, wasn’t for dwelling on! Live 
in the moment! 


Something large boomed on the screen, and Papyrus was taken away from his 
thoughts, watching as a new universe came into being. Stars he had never seen, would 
never see; planets he had never heard the names of. All of them, existing and going 
about their days constantly. 


He wondered if Sans was like that supernova, something amazing and spectacular to 
witness, only for him to crumble into sparks as they grew older, leaving behind planets— 
family—and stars—triends. 


..At least Sans was having fun. 


When the lights came on, the little girl ahead of them 
hopped up, squealing about the stars, nearly as loud as 
Sans was once he got up, his soul pumping away in joy 

as his hands flew up. “That was amazing! Didja see that, 
Paps? Huh? When it went to Orion-" Papyrus nodded, even 
though he was literally right there. He wasn't about to pop 
his brother's bubble of retelling literally everything that just 
happened. 


The man from earlier nodded at them as Sans, more energetic than he’d been in... 
years...bounced around Papyrus like one of the Dogi after being gifted a bone from the 
brothers. “And then-wow, the moon, you know!” He laughed, a sound that Papyrus had 
heard before but not so...lighthearted. 


It...was so strange to compare this Sans to the Sans Papyrus had come to know over 
the years. The Sans he knew was strained, tired, smiling without really smiling at him. 
He knew Sans loved him, how could he not, but the feeling he always got was an 
exhaustion around the edges. 


This Sans could hardly remain still, his hands flying in the air as if moving physical 
numbers and tapping out problems to write, his smile wavering a little from holding it so 
hard but not dropping. His eye sockets were bunched up in the corners, almost tearful 
from how wide he was grinning. His very being vibrated with an energy that most 
assumed only Papyrus held, a supernova going blast to catch everyone's attention. 


Papyrus liked this Sans so very, very much. His brother was his brother, but he loved, 
loved, loved the excited version of him, the version that popped out answers like a 
machine gun, the version who bounced around like a rubber ball. 


Sans’ eye pips swung up at him, likely asking a question that Papyrus hadn't heard in 
time. Still, he knew what he wanted to say. 


He smiled, a large grin on his face, and happily held Sans’ hand. For a moment they 
weren't adults on the surface, but rather, two young children, hand in hand, Papyrus 

a head shorter than him. For a moment there were no worries, just skipping pools in 
Waterfall and singing a song that bounced and echoed in the caverns. For a moment, 
Sans was a planet of extraordinary measure, and Papyrus his tiny moon who begged to 
come along on his adventures. 


Yes, he knew exactly what he wanted to say. 
" 


“I'm so glad you're happy, brother 


(Huh. Was that a tear in his socket? Nyeh...no one had to know...) 
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The Underground was nothing special. Every city had something like it—a worn 

down, hollowed out shadow of a former heartbeat where the marginalized and the 
impoverished were trapped like rats in an alligator’s belly. Folks often never escaped 
and crime ran rampant, the seedier element taking advantage of desperation and 
the anonymity that hiding in such a place provided. The coppers especially didn’t like 
wasting their time on the monsterfolk who were here because nowhere else in the city 
would take their money for rent except grifter slumlords. 


It was a hard life. But like anywhere else, green greased palms created a strange sense 
of order by buying protection and peace. And when there were outsiders—trespassers, 
rulebreakers—who didn’t respect the laws laid out in blood, well...that’s when the 
peacekeepers like Sans got their hands dirty. 


He didn’t like getting dust on his new leather shoes. His brother Papyrus was even more 
particular about his clothes being ruined by some numbskull that had to break into 

the wrong house and needed his kneecaps broken to make the lesson stick. When one 
worked for the Dreemur Family, whether you were a boss or a lowly goon, you needed 
to show some class. To take care of your appearance. Have some pride in the suits that 
every member wore while on duty so that the people of The Underground knew not to 
mess with you, and to show some respect. You were their protector. 


Sans wasn't much for appearances or ironing, but the gig he had with the Dreemurs 
was the best a big, spooky lug like him could get. He was a skeleton with hellfire red 
eyelights, a shark-toothed smile and a scared up mug that only a blind mother could 
love. Which meant he needed to be vigilant. To not fail the tasks he was assigned. Even 
if they were dull enough that you wanted to start licking lead paint off the walls. 


Today, he was patrolling an abandoned building, waiting for a certain rat to snoop 
close enough to catch and bring in for questioning. Papyrus had the back covered 
while Sans kept his sockets focused on the crumbling front facade. However, boredom 
and an old addiction made focusing impossible. He shouldn't do it but he told himself 
he would only be away from his post for a few minutes. Thus he wandered just far 
Catsitta enough away that not even Papyrus’ practically paranoid sense of smell would catch a 
whiff of his cigarette as he lit it. 
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It was a cool, autumn evening with the first chill of winter whisked upon its breezes. 
When Sans lit up and took his first inhale, he relaxed, warmth blooming within his 
chest. While he preferred cigars when he could get them, cigs were cheaper, easier 
to hide away and sneak puffs from when working. Regardless, they warmed him, and 
he breathed out a sleepy wisp of smoke that curled through the holes in his skull in a 
manner that an outsider might find disturbing. 


He remained there, enjoying his forbidden treat for a few minutes, a smile wide on his 
toothy visage. 


Well, until there was a sudden shout of alarm and the 
rat they were out looking for barged past, moving 
away from the building they were patrolling rather than 
towards, bolting like the gates of hell were open at 

his back. Sans swore as he fumbled his cig, scorching 
his shirt cuff. (That was silk!) However, that meant that 
grifter gave him the slip while on his smoke break. 
Surely that meant he didn't make it into the building. 
Not while Papyrus was on watch. Sans snatched that 
sneak by the soul with some blue magic, his own racing 
fast. No harm, no foul and all that jazz, yeah? 


Papyrus barged up moments later, the epitome of brimstone and spite in a strangely 
ruttled suit. Sans squinted at his brother but there was no time for flapping gums. 
They had a man to interrogate regarding what his boss was doing, sending men into 
Dreemur turf, and that building in particular. Was there some kind of trafficking they 
didn’t know about? Were they planning to usurp Dreemur control in this part of town 
and this building was being scouted for a base? 


“Yer best start talkin’ quick, pal. My bro here don’t gotta lotta patience before he 
starts removing kneecap privileges, capiche?” Sans leaned in, all smiles, the rings on 
his phalanges glittering as he flexed each clawed finger meaningfully. The rat was a 
small, scrawny thing that trembled and twitched like a rabbit ready to have a stroke in 
a foxhole, the grinning maw of its demise breathing heavy upon it. 


He sputtered out something incomprehensible and Sans backhanded him. They didn’t 
have time for rambling dunces. The rat dragged in a shuddering breath as Papyrus 
leaned in as well, sockets narrow, a bone construct ready in his hands. However, as he 
loomed, there was a sudden and muffled little mew. Sans and the rat both stared at 
Papyrus. 


“...Boss,” Sans began, voice low with warning. “Yer didn't...” 


A lump wriggled against Papyrus’ breastbone and meeped again. 


“On a job?! Yer got distracted trom yer post by another stray didn’t ya?” Sans swore 
as he lost focus on their objective and zeroed in on his brother, who was now upright 
and bristling, his jaw clenched. “Did the rat get into the building why yer were off 
playin’ hero? Did yer compromise everythin’ for another lost case with sad eyes and 
matted fur? Yer can’t save them all! They're nothin’ but a bunch of flea-bitten, mangy 
distractions—" 


“As if you are one to talk!” Papyrus snarled. He closed in on Sans, his sneer mere inches 
from his brother's furious visage. “I can smell the reek of cigarettes on you. You left your 
post, didn’t you? All because you cannot quit that loathsome habit.” 


The brothers then dissolved into a fit of bickering, blame and accusations flying like 
bullets and striking just as keenly. It continued for a few minutes until they slammed 
into a stalemate, neither giving ground or apologizing or admitting doing wrong. Sans 
pulled back first, fists clenched, as Papyrus glanced away, straightening his looming 
posture. 


“We have a job to do,” Sans muttered in his smoke-and-whiskey roughed voice. 


“We do,” Papyrus agreed stiffly, adjusting his grip on the bone construct he held, much 
like a major league baseball player coming up to bat in the last inning of a tied game. 


Of course, at that moment was when the rat’s backup decided to burst into the scene 
and rescue him. Or maybe this was always a trap and they were doubly bamboozled. 


The brothers lashed out, but they were split seconds too late, and both found 
themselves surrendering to a sudden blackness that pulled them mercilessly down 
deeper and deeper until they knew nothing but their own soulbeat. 


Waking up tied and blindfolded wasn't new to Sans, but the throbbing in his skull was 
a reminder that this instance wasn’t the result of him and a dame getting frisky. He 
shifted and flexed his hands, trying to work marrow through stiff joints, and wondered 
why their rivals captured them instead of putting them to bed in a real permanent 
way. Probably for interrogation. Or maybe just revenge. Pettiness also worked. People 
always had reasons even if it was just to get one good gloat in before lights out. 


“This is all your fault.” 


“Boss?” Sans paused in his wriggles when Papyrus grumbled that bitter complaint. He 
scowled and scoffed, “Don’t be a brat. Now ain't the time to sulk.” 


“If you had not left your post—" 


“Don't start.” 
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There was a tense pause before he heard Papyrus sigh, “These binds are terribly 
effective. | have not been able to brute force my way free and my magic will not 
cooperate. | suspect there were some kind of drugs involved in our incapacitation.” 


Which meant they probably were dealing with some kind of nylon rope. However, when 
Sans rocked a bit, he was pretty sure the sounds he heard were from a wooden chair 
rather than a metal or plastic one. Breaking the chair might be easier than the rope. 
But how to do that when you felt wibbly in the knees and your magic wasn’t working 
right? Or maybe he was thinking about this all wrong and breaking things wasn’t even 
necessary. Practice made perfect and if there was one thing Sans had a lot of practice 
at it was escaping tricky situations. That and busting skulls, but the restraint slipping 
was probably key right now. 


Some folks knew how to restrain skeletons properly, but others treated them like 
humans and discounted their lack of flesh when tying them up. Fortunately for him, 
these guys were the sort to forget that there were gaps between bones that were 
perfect to wrap rope through. Sans twisted and squirmed and eventually managed to 
yank a hand free. 


He swore. 
That hurt. 


He pulled off his blindfold and found the room dark save for the glow of his own 
eyelights glinting off his surroundings. At least they were alone. For now. 


Sans worked his other arm free and then untied his legs. See. No force needed. Once 
free, he stumbled his way to his brother and began to untie his binds as well. “Whatever 
would ya do without me, Boss? Heh.” There. They were both free and— 


There was the sound of footsteps approaching. If their rivals were packing heat, they 
were dust. 


Sans’ mind raced. 
Distraction. They needed a... 
“Mew!" 


Papyrus blinked at Sans as he adjusted his clothes. Apparently someone had a 
stowaway tucked in his ribcage this whole time. The brothers nodded to each other, 
understanding passing between them in a blink. Papyrus pulled the stray out from 
under his clothes and with a soothing pet and an apology, plopped the cat by the door, 
scantly outlined with light from the otherwise, before stepping back and grabbing a 
chair with both hands. Red did the same and stood behind him. 


The moment the door opened, the stray bolted between the feet of the rival gangsters, 
causing them to look down and back, baffled by the fact that there was a cat in their 
hostage closet. That moment of pause was enough for Papyrus to bash the front man 
over the head and have him seeing stars. Chunks and splinters scattered everywhere 
from the force of the blow. Now armed with a pointy thing, Papyrus shanked the next in 
line and sent him stumbling, bleeding like a pig in a butcher factory. 


Sans was up next, ducking past Papyrus and charging into the hallway with the chair 
in front of him. He wasn't as strong as his brother, but people tended to tumble when 
you took them out by the knees. Of course, neither of them were in any shape to finish 
this fight, so they fled as fast as they could, knocking down boxes and whatever other 
clutter they could behind them to slow any pursuers down. 


Papyrus was first to reach a closed door. It opened easily to reveal another goon. He 
slammed it shut in his face and wedged a broken chair piece underneath to make it 
hard to push open from the other side. Sans pulled ahead. They were clearly in some 
kind of residence or even a commercial space. Hallways. Doors leading to rooms. 
People crawling out of corners like cockroaches. He couldn't really take in the sights 
as he turned a corner...and promptly tripped over that stray cat. It yowled and Papyrus 
scooped it up. 


Really? Now was not the time, Paps. 


Sans staggered and caught himself against a wall. He yanked 
open another door. Oh ho. Hello. This looked like a very boozy 
stash right here. He’d need a good drink after this mess. He 
only pocketed a couple bottles when Papyrus grabbed him and 
tried to pull him back into the hallway. Right, escape. Escape 
was important. Which meant they should probably make sure 
these guys had a bigger problem than two fleeing monsters. As 
much as it pained him to do, Sans kicked over one of the stands 
of booze and sent the bottles crashing to the ground, covering the hardwood floor in 
glass and a gush of precious, bootlegged liquor. Then he took out his trusty lighter and 
set the whole mess ablaze. 


Having portable fire on hand all the time was pretty nifty for petty vandalism and 
casual acts of arson. 


Papyrus yanked him away from the flames and after bouncing into a few walls, the pair 
of them finally saw light. With shouts of alarm at their backs and windows in front of 
them, the skeletons made a final dash to freedom, busting out the glass and hoofing it 
down the street. 


By the time they stopped running, their legs were jelly and they were both utterly out of 
breath. 
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Then Sans broke out laughing. Papyrus’ dour visage cracked a smile. 

“| can't believe it. Heh. You kept that cat. Heh. This whole time! What is with you and 
picking up strays?” Red shook his head. “Look at it. It’s a grubby little fluffball. Missing 
half an ear and clearly lost a few fights.” 

“SHE is a hero and deserves proper acknowledgement for her role in today’s events.” 
“As what? A doombringer?” 

“| was thinking Doomfanger.” 

Sans snorted again and pulled out that pilfered booze to take a swig, “You named it.” 
“Of course. I’m keeping her.” 

“Great, now all my suits will be covered in cat fur.” 

“Less offensive than cigarette smoke,” Papyrus countered, petting the stray. “Though, 
| suppose if you didn’t have that dreadful habit, you wouldn't have been carrying that 


lighter and we might have had a more difficult time escaping.” 


The brothers fell quiet for a beat before Papyrus stole the bottle and took a swig 
himself. 


Sans tucked his hands into his pockets and stared up at the sky, “Let’s go home, Boss.” 


They both deserved a good night's rest. 


ER SANS 
Y RVEN 


Ht tA 


i’m tryin’ boss! 
but it’s useless! 


= ‘ 

i ain’t pushin’ the damn <a 
4 thousand miles at night 
nthe middle of nowhere! 


in’ h of spikes 
hy are we puttin’ a bunc 
: ee the car in the first place”! 


COOL IN THE MOVIES" 
SND OU AGREE wITtt ME 
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P.1 


CANS LOOK! THERE IS 4 VAN THERE! 
WE CAN ASK THEM FOR ASSIST ANCE! 


a single van at night 
in the desert... sounds 
way too sus to me 


OL DONT BE 4 SKEPTIC SANS! 

[ BELIEVE THE HUMANS MEAN 

NO HARM. THEY JUST PARKED 
HERE TO PASS THE NIGHT 


Oh god, J Can't believe J finally get my Own Close encounter Of the Mi Be ae 
third kind! Ah, but Of Course J would get it eventually, ] have been SW icyour civilization 


signaling for decades! The messages must have gotten decoded, and are friendly- 


ambassadors were send to pay me a Visit! This diplomatic encounter ‘ 
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Sans crushed the butt of his cigarette on the floor and threw it in the trash can. He 
pushed the glass door open, pocketing his gloves that had skeleton hand prints (which 
he unironically bought, thinking they're very cool, thank you). It didn’t take more than 

a second to find his younger brother, Papyrus, who looked like the definition of crazy 
cat lady. Sans snorted to himself. He walked to the counter, ordered a coffee with a 
cake, and left with it. The short skeleton sat down on the comfy cushions, putting his 
stuff down with a yawn. Not even a second later, some of the furballs got interested in 
him as well, settling around what was a bit of an oddity for them - skeleton monsters 
weren't common after alll. 


An orange cat, one of those with no thoughts behind their eyes, bumped its head 
against Sans’ leg, demanding his full attention. He looked at it, eyebrows raised, and 
the cat bumped him again like it was a turtle attacking a shoe. Sans snorted, pointing 
to it for Papyrus to look at. 


“Don't be mean, it’s trying its best. Pet him,” He simply said, settled comfortably against 
the cushions with his legs uncrossed for better lap access for the fur and non-fur balls 
climbing all around him. He raised the cup of tea to his mouth. The orange cat cried 
loudly at Sans, clearly offended, still demanding attention like the ruler of this kingdom 
it was. Sans sighed and leaned down to grab it, plopping it unceremoniously on his 
empty lap, immediately getting to the task of scritching behind its ears. The cat seemed 
content enough, tail flicking against the black and white feline who was cuddling up 
into the side of Sans’ thigh. It didn’t seem to bother it. If anything, it purred louder. 


Papyrus placed down his drink and settled back with a sigh. He was absolutely 
drowning in cats. As he should, really. Only fools were not drowning in cats at every 
second of the day. Several kittens were already using his hands as blankets, even 
though it had been only a few seconds since he had freed them. A black hairless cat 
missing a chunk of an ear trotted over and stretched next to him, purring happily as it 
received pets. It had little nicks here and there, testimony of a potentially rough past 
before being rescued by the owners of the café. Although it seemed it was a rather 
social one, with how easy going its attitude was. 


“Looks like a weird chicken,” Sans said as he picked up his plate where a slice of lemon 


pie was sitting. 


Papyrus scoffed. “Not anymore than your skull does, brother. It looks perfectly gorgeous, 
thank you very much.” 


“Nah nah,” he interjected, shaking his head with a fake-grimace, mouth full. “Tha’s a 
weird ash chicken if i’e eve’ sheen one.” 


Papyrus scrunched his face at the grossier spectacle in front of him, looking at the 
ceiling to ask potential gods above for strength to deal with this whole package of a 
brother. He took a few seconds before answering, not wanting to bark instinctively. 
“We've already established you can’t see for shit. You still need to go to that eye vision 
check, Sans.” 


Said skeleton grumbled. Papyrus nodded, satisfied. It was a grumpy ‘fine fine’ grumble, 
which meant that while he’d make a big deal out of it the entire time, Sans was going 
to get himself checked up, and Asgore thanks, finally get glasses. It probably was the 
comfortable magic of the place that got him to agree so easily. It was really, really 
cozy here, truly. Papyrus kind of thought about maybe.. adapting this style to his house. 
Maybe. It did look rather.. stylish. He only deserved the most stylish house. Yes, maybe 
he'd do that. 
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They went for a short walk through the park to go home, getting some activity after 
lazing around like they had (Papyrus’ words). It didn’t take long. They took their outdoor 
clothes off, putting them away at their respective places. Papyrus smoothed his jacket 
a bit, a light smile still on his face. Sans was stopped mid-action, one slipper in his 
hand and foot toeing the edge of his shoe. Papyrus quirked a brow. 


“Yes, what?” 

“You're happy. Have been lately.” 

Papyrus hufted. “And you've been relaxed. Still are.” 

They looked at each other, silent for a moment. The reality of how things had been 
going was hanging in the air, heavy with feelings. Usually when one pointed it out, the 
other would avoid it and they'd move on. It was the first time it genuinely was pointed 


out. Finally, really. They'd been on the surface for several months now. Both their 
therapists had been suggesting opening up to one another. They both glanced at each 
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other, waiting for the other one to do the first step. 

Papyrus took a breath, hand clenching against his chest. His shoulders were tense, body 
high on alert. He gritted his teeth a little, taking a small, indecisive step - which was 

so out of character for him, unnerved Sans to the world’s end. He took another one, 

and another one, and another one, and in front of his brother, he stopped. His hand 
clenched harder. Papyrus rubbed his fingers a bit, opening them, pulling back his hand 
afterwards. 


“Oh, to hells with it," He grunted, circling Sans with his arms for an unsure but full of 
intent hug. Sans didn’t hesitate a second, not giving it a thought, and hugged him 
back. It was awkward and unnatural. They had lost the how-tos. But they relaxed in 
each other's embrace, accepting things were okay, and that they'd be okay. They were 
okay. This was okay. 

They stayed like this for a bit. The clock on the hall was ticking gently, and the wind 
softly gushing outside. 


They let go of each other, avoiding eye contact. Sans coughed in his hand, humming 
and rubbing at his neck. 


"So..that weird chicken up for adoption you think?” 


A SENTIMENTAL GUY @ UNDERTALE 
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Today marks six months on the surface. Six months! And yet, Papyrus’ lazy brother had 
yet to unpack a single box he had brought up from their house in Snowdin. 


Papyrus, of course, had unpacked his boxes immediately. He didn’t sleep until 
everything found a place and was in it - from cookware in the kitchen to the framed 
photos of Sans and Papyrus that hung in the living room behind the couch. His action 
figures were all lined up on a shelf he had hung in his bedroom, and his box of bones 
had been turned into a functional foot chest at the end of his bed. 


Not that Papyrus snooped around in Sans’ room - except for that one time when the 
dog had gotten in there and Papyrus went in to grab it and just happened to look 
around for a minute or two - but he was concerned with the way his brother was 
living. It was like he refused to accept that this was home now, that it was okay to get 
comfortable and settle into the life they had wanted for so long. 


But today, that was going to change! Sans had told Papyrus last night that they could 
mark this momentous occasion by doing whatever Papyrus wanted, and what Papyrus 
wants more than anything is to see his brother happy, even if he has to force it a little. 
“Alright, Paps. What'd you decide on?” Sans asks as they sit at the kitchen table, Sans 
ruining the perfectly good chocolate chip pancakes Papyrus had made for him with 
ketchup, while Papyrus has a much more sensible breakfast of yogurt with fruit. “Wait, 
no. Let me guess. You wanna go grocery shopping and make a big dinner.” 

“That would be fun, and maybe later, but no,” Papyrus responds. 

“You want to go for a walk at the park.” 
“That sounds lovely, but no.” 


“Go catch a movie?” 


“Still no.” 


“Alright, | give up. What're we doing today?” 
“We're going to finish unpacking the house,” Papyrus informs him. 


“What's there to unpack?” Sans questions with a chuckle. “You've had everything in its 
place since the day after we got here.” 


“There are still boxes in your room,” Papyrus reminds him. 


“My room is fine,” Sans replies, his tone defensive, which is not a tone Papyrus likes to 
hear out of him. But still, Papyrus isn’t willing to yield. 


“You said we could do whatever | wanted, and that’s what | want,” Papyrus states. 


“Fine,” Sans says tersely. He gets up from the table and shoves his hands into his 
hoodie’s pockets, pointedly not making eye contact with his brother as he speaks. “I'll 
be upstairs.” 


Papyrus makes quick work of cleaning up from breakfast and even pours Sans a fresh 
cup of coffee which he brings with him upstairs. Though Sans’s door is slightly ajar he 
still knocks and waits for his brother's grumbled response before entering. 


Sans is sitting cross-legged on his bed, staring at the stack of boxes across the room. 
He looks pensive, and for a moment Papyrus wonders if maybe he’s asking too much of 
him. Sans has his own way of dealing with things, which is vastly different from the way 
Papyrus does, but sometimes his brother still needs a nudge in the right direction to 
actually start dealing with things instead of pushing them to the back of his mind. 


Papyrus falters as he walks in, thinking maybe it’s not too late to go take that walk in 
the park after all, until Sans looks up at him and, with a sad smile, says “So, where did 
you want to start?” 


The box on top seems like as good a place to start as any, so Papyrus puts the coffee 
in his hands down on Sans’ dresser and peels back the cardboard flap. 


It’s just papers and notebooks. Papyrus takes them out and arranges them on the shelf 
above Sans’ desk and in the desk’s drawers then goes back to see what the next box 


holds. 

It’s more papers, and more notebooks. Same as the box after that. 

“Honestly, Sans. Didn't you bring up anything of sentimental value?” Papyrus asks. 
“I'm not really a sentimental kinda guy,” Sans replies with a shrug. Papyrus keeps 
digging until he finally tinds something other than sciencey notes and whatnot at the 


very bottom of the last box, pulling out Sans’s pet rock and his telescope. 
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The rock gets a place of honor on the kitchen counter with a lecture from Papyrus to 
his brother about how he is to feed it sprinkles every single day. Sans nods to show he 
understands, but Papyrus gets the feeling he'll be the one feeding the rock. 


As dusk settles in they go out back and set up the telescope. Papyrus wanted to make 
it up to Sans for forcing him to do something his brother clearly didn’t want to do, and 
looking at the stars was something they could truly enjoy together. Sans fiddles with 
the telescope while Papyrus throws together a quick dinner, which he brings outside for 


them to eat under the stars. 


“Want to learn some constellations?” Sans asks hopefully. Of course he does, but he 
can't go making things easy for his brother. 


“Yes, but no puns. As soon as you start punning I’m going inside,” Papyrus warns. Sans 
smirks, which tells Papyrus there will, indeed, be puns. 


“Alright, so follow my finger,” Sans tells him as they look up at the night sky. “See, it’s 
two triangles with a tail,” he says as his distal traces a shape between the stars. “That's 
Aquila - the eagle. Zeus’ eagle, to be exact, who earned its place in the stars after 
Zeus and the gods of Olympus defeated the titans, and he decided Aquila had been 
his good luck charm for that.” 


“Fascinating!” 


“And this one is Corona Australis, the southern crown,” Sans explains as he traces a 
semi-circle above their heads. “No cool story about that one.” 


“| see. Show me another,” Papyrus requests. 
“Alright, | can do that. Give me one moon-ute to find one.” 
“What did | tell you about puns?” Papyrus clamors. 


“Heh. Sorry, Paps. Let's talk about something else so | don’t slip up again. It’s better to 
be safe than starry,” Sans grins. 


“Sans!” Papyrus protests. “That's it, I’m going inside!” 

Papyrus stands up and turns to head in, but Sans has his eyes fixed on him, looking like 
there’s something he wants to say. So Papyrus waits, even as a few long seconds of 
silence pass. 


“| didn't have anything to bring,” Sans finally says. 


“What thing? To bring where?” Papyrus asks. 


“Sentimental things. To bring to the surface. | didn’t have any,” Sans tells him. 


“Certainly there was something from your childhood you've held onto after all this 
time.” 


“Nah, didn’t really keep anything from then,” Sans admits. “Plus everything | ever had | 
gave to you.” 


a Baas 


“Speaking of which, do you still have that stuffed bunny | found for you? The one that 
looked just like the rabbit on the cover of your ‘Fluffy Bunny’ book?” Sans asks. 


“Oh, um. No. | haven't seen that in quite some time,” Papyrus tells him. It’s a lie, the 
bunny is in his closet, but Papyrus doesn’t want to rub in the fact that he has all these 
great relics from his childhood and Sans has none. 


“Oh, that’s too bad. | really liked that bunny. | found it in the dump and brought it home, 
and gave it a bath and patched it up for you. You really loved it back then,” Sans says. 


“I'm sure | did.” He absolutely did, and he still does. “I hardly remember it,” Papyrus 
states. “| don't remember a lot before my rebellious teenage years. | don’t think 
anything remains from when | was a babybones.” 


“Heh. You were quite the rambunctious teen,” Sans chuckles. “Anyway. It’s getting late. 
Let's head in.” 


Papyrus follows Sans inside, who heads straight to bed after a brief ‘goodnight’. 
Papyrus fiddles around in the kitchen for a little while, then cleans a few things that 
need to be cleaned, before heading to his own bedroom. On the way past Sans’ door, 
he hears muffled sobs, as if his big brother was crying and trying his best to hide it. 


Sans really had given Papyrus everything he had when they were young. Papyrus can’t 
recall ever seeing his brother with a toy or a book that wasn’t a science textbook, or 
anything remotely like that stuffed bunny that could have brought him any semblance 
of comfort as a child. But he certainly could use something like that now. 


So Papyrus goes to his closet and pulls out the one box he hadn't unpacked, the one 
that holds all his childhood memories that he'd lied to Sans about keeping, including 
the fluffy bunny in question. He runs his distals over its slightly matted white fur, and 
looks at its button eye that’s hanging off a bit, just like he remembered it, and its left 
ear all wrinkly from when Papyrus used to chew on it when he was nervous. 


Papyrus hides the bunny behind his back, then goes back to Sans’ room where he taps 
lightly on the door. “Sans, can | come in?” He hears the creaking of the mattress and a 
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slight snitfle before Sans responds. 


“Sure,” Sans says quietly, almost too quiet for Papyrus to hear. Papyrus pushes open 
Sans’ door to see his brother laying on his back, staring up at the ceiling. 


“What's wrong?” Papyrus asks him. 
“Nothing's wrong, bro. I’m a-okay,” Sans says with a forced grin. 
“| know that’s not true.” 


“I'm always okay! That's one of the perks of being the funny guy.” Sans forces his grin 
even more. When Papyrus was still in stripes he would have fallen for it, but not now. 


“| know you're upset, and | just want to make you feel better if | can.” 
Pele 
“Please, Sans,” Papyrus beseeches. “Let me help you.” 


“Yeah, alright,” Sans sighs heavily, his face falling. He pauses a moment, then looks 
up sadly at his brother. “It’s just... it’s all too much,” Sans says. “Being here. Trying to 
accept that this is our life now. | like the surface, | do, but everything here is so damn 
complicated. And now my boxes are unpacked which means | have to stay and things 
will never go back to the way they were before when you were just a little babybones 
following me around everywhere. | miss that, Paps.” 


“| know, brother,” Papyrus affirms. “But things haven't been that way for a long time, 
even before we came up here. Those are wonderful memories, but we can’t prevent the 
past from allowing us to move forward. We've been given such a wonderful gift, after 
all: to build a better life and make new memories!” 


“Yeah. | don’t know, | guess I'm just tired and not thinking straight,” Sans concedes. “But 
you're right. | just don't ever want to forget where we came from.” 


“What if | had something to help you keep those old memories alive?” Papyrus produces 
the bunny from behind his back, and Sans’ sockets go wide. 


“Paps, | thought you said-” 


“Of course | kept it. It was a gift from the best brother in the world, after all,” Papyrus 
says with a grin. He hands the bunny to Sans who grabs onto it as he nestles into 

his pillow. Papyrus pulls his blanket up over him and leans down to press a kiss to his 
brother's frontal bone. Before he’s even out of the room Sans is asleep, the bunny 
tucked securely in his arms. “Sleep well, Sans.” 


SILENT LITTLE LAB MICE & un 


by Rawi 
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ERTALE 


Warnings: Mentions and aftermath of physical and psychological child abuse, 
neglect, mentions of self harm, and anxiety. 


Alphys 
You practically live there anyway, Alphys darling! 
Why wouldn't you? It’s totally like, free real estate. 


Those conveyors are AWESOME! You could invite me over! AND THEN WE COULD RIDE 
THOSE SUCKERS FOR DAYS! 


Even Asgore had been supportive, when Alphys had shakily asked if he was sure. My 
Royal Scientist should occupy her kingdom-granted living quarters. And then he'd 
sealed the deal with one of his patient, knee-weakening smiles. 


And damn it, Alphys was weak to peer pressure, patience, AND knee-weakening smiles. 
In spite of her better judgment, she’d begun packing up her apartment in preparation 
to move into the Royal Labs’ luxury suite. 


One week later, she flopped into bed and miserably pulled a pillow over her face. 

She had never been so tired in her entire life. The apartment had taken days to pack 
up, (And NO, she hadn't thrown ANYTHING away). Now with her bed unfolded, phone 
charging, and everything else piled around the room in boxes, she ought to be sleeping 
like an especially exhausted rock. 


She was not. 


There was no immediate reason why this should be the case. The heating pad under 
her sheets was set to the perfect sleeping temperature. The faint smell of dusty books 
and overheated electronics was familiar, and even weirdly comforting. So was the 
whirr of moving walkways, and muted beeping from the Underground Mega Monitoring 
Map. It all meant that the Underground was safe, and running strong. 


And yet here she lay, stricken with insomnia and a creeping sense of anguish that only 
grew stronger when she peeked at her phone. It was two in the morning. 


“Ughhhhh...” She buried her face in the comforter. She should at least TRY to sleep, 
right? That's what her mom had always said. YOU’LL NEVER GET TO SLEEP IF YOU 
DON'T EVEN TRY! She'd never said how you were supposed to try to sleep though... 


A light, but distinctive patter broke through the background noise, like a set of clawed 
feet skittering across the floor. Alphys bolted upright and fumbled for her phone. 


“W-who's there?!” She thumbed open the flashlight app. The beam illuminated an 
ocean of boxes, heaped into precarious stacks like branches of deep-sea coral. 
Impenetrable shadows webbed the spaces between them. Holding her breath, Alphys 
squinted around the room, reluctant to leave the safety of her bed. Just the pipes? Or 
had it been her imagination-? 


The tapping came again from behind her. Alphys squeaked and whirled around. More 
boxes. More inky shadows that could be hiding anything. With a soft whimper, she 
settled back into bed and pulled the covers up to her chin. Her pulse thudded in her 
ears, fueled by adrenalized anxiety. Where was the light switch? On the left side of 


the door, or the right? She couldn't remember... 


A moment later, her phone flashed an ‘overheat’ warning, and the light dimmed. With a 
soft curse, she shut it off and put it back on the charger. 


And then she waited, wide awake, for the noises to resume. 
She waited until the light outside her windows brightened into a hot, cheerful morning. 
So much for trying to sleep. 

Papyrus 


Sans’ fingers moved in sharp, short gestures as he flopped onto the floor beside 
Papyrus and signed, She’s still here! | told you she wouldn't leave. 


Papyrus bit the side of his thumb, looking worriedly toward the room where the intruder 
was sleeping. /f she’s staying, maybe she will be nice, he signed with his free hand. 


She brought so many good things... 


Thanks to those good things, the Sate Room had never been more comfortable. Soft, 


sweet-smelling blankets padded the floor. Strange, delightful trinkets lined the shelves. 


Papyrus had placed them all upright in a neat, orderly line from tallest to shortest. On 
HIS side, at least. On Sans’ side, they had been tossed together in a messy heap! 
Terrible! The yellow cat couldn't wave at them if she was lying on her side! 
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! don’t like her, Sans grumbled as Papyrus 
impulsively reached out to fix the overturned 
toy. She’s loud. / wish she would go away. 


The little cat happily waved a paw at him, as 
though saying ‘thank you!’ Papyrus smiled, 
even though didn’t know what to say to 
Sans’ last statement. 


Hungry, he finally signed, selecting a Special 
Packet off of the food shelf. The Special 
Packets were a good thing too, even though 
the wrapping was so noisy that Sans hadn't 
wanted to touch them at first. Papyrus had 
bravely opened one, and then more bravely, 
tasted the contents. 


He silently cut the wrapper open with a 
piece of broken glass, then plucked it off 
and set it in the trash corner. The sachet of 
nasty, white beads and block of squiggles 
quickly joined it. With religious care, he 
chewed a hole in the silver packet and tapped a sprinkle of powder into his mouth. 
Savoury, warm flavours flooded his tongue, like the taste version of being wrapped up 
in a cozy blanket. He sighed happily, then relaxed against Sans’ side. There are new 
boxes. We should go look in them. | bet there are more nice things. 


He held out the silver packet. Sans perked up, then held out his hand in request. 
Papyrus sprinkled some powder onto his cupped fingers with a smile. 


Yes, we should definitely look, he agreed. 


Alphys 
“Right here! See?” 


Alphys held up a cardboard box labeled ‘Instant Noodles.’ A ragged hole had been 
chewed into the side, and the contents were missing. 


“Whoa,” Catty blinked down at the box. “Yeah, that’s, like, super bad. Did you see 
one?” 


“Wa-wa-wa-wa...one what?” Alphys frowned at her. 


“One Mega Rat! My place had a wicked-bad infestation. They were climbing UP. OUT. 
OF MY BATHTUB. And like. Ew?” She ran a claw around the hole with an appreciative 
shudder. “Ultra gross Mega Rats.” 


“| d-d-don't think...w-w-well, if there were rats th-th-then surely there would be more 
signs! L-like droppings and ...” 


“Not with Mega Rats! They're like, really sneaky. I’m soooo putting this up on my feed.” 
Catty took out her phone and started snapping pictures of the empty box. “You should, 
like, totally trap one for me.” 


Alphys groaned and rubbed her temples. Catty had answered the emergency text 
first. Alphys had been relieved to have help, even if it was from a friend she'd not 
seen in years. But instead of helping, Catty had just taken millions of pictures of her 
workbench, and then tried to steal a scrap of pink plastic off the floor. 


God, she was tired of people wanting to be around her just because she'd built 
Mettaton. 


It wasn’t until later, when Catty had been shooed out the door and Alphys was fuming 
in her freshly unpacked computer chair with a can of soda and no noodles, that she 
realized something. In spite of all the annoyance, Catty had given her one good piece 
of advice. 


Whatever was skittering around the lab at two AM and stealing her food could 
probably be trapped. 


Papyrus 
Where is the door? Where did it go?! HOW DOES IT OPEN?? 


Sans frantically yanked on the wire mesh surrounding Papyrus, eyelights contracted 

to tiny, terrified pinpricks. Papyrus stared out at him, whimpering softly with his knees 
pulled tight to his chest. This was a terrible, terrible thing. HE was going to come soon, 
and hurt him. He would hurt him, and say terrible things, and then... 


Tears poured down Papyrus’ face. He trembled, biting into the side of his thumb to 
keep from making any sounds. A Special Packet was lying in the cage beside him. The 
sight made the back of his neck burn, as though someone were pouring scalding hot 
water down his spine. It must be that. The Special Packets weren't allowed. They had 
eaten them and now HE would hurt them for taking something that wasn’t allowed- 


Sans shook the wire, making a horrifyingly loud clatter. Papyrus wailed aloud, unable to 
hold back the fear any longer. 


GO! He threw out a hand, bursting into tears and curling into a miserable ball on the 
cold, metal floor. Go... 


Tears started pouring down Sans’ face too. Venomously, he shook his head, and gave 
the cage another, vicious shake. 


“Oh... OHHH MY-" 


A small, terrified sound slipped past Papyrus’ thumb as the light came on. Ahead of 
them, standing between two stacks of boxes, was the intruder. She stared at him with 
shock and confusion, seemingly frozen in place. Papyrus stared back at her pleadingly, 
praying in his mind for her to be nice, like he’s thought. She could just let them go and 
not tell HIM. They wouldn't touch the Special Packets ever again and they'd be so, so 
quiet, please... 


“H-h-hey, little guy. What are you doing in here?” She whispered, taking a step 
forward. Sans yowled and lunged over the top of the cage, putting himself squarely 


between her and Papyrus. 


“Oh!” She jumped, then blinked down at Sans. “H-hi? I'm Alphys...” 


She took another step forward. Sans screwed his eyes shut and began to rattle 

his bones. Papyrus cowered, shaking with renewed fear at Sans’ blatant and noisy 
aggression. They were going to get in trouble, such bad, bad trouble. HE was going to 
be so mad... 


“Oof!” Sans squawked, losing his balance 
and falling heavily onto his backside. 


“Oh...oh no, did you fall over?” The intruder 
seemed to be trying not to smile. “D-don’t 
be afraid. You're very fierce.” 


She took another step forward. Sans 
scrambled to his feet with a small, 
anguished sound, spine pressed tightly 
against the cage. 


“N-n-no, it’s ok. Where are your parents? 
Can you speak?” She took one more step 
forward- 


“Ahh!” Papyrus doubled over as Sans 
suddenly appeared in his lap, shoving him 
backward into the wall of the cage so hard 
that the entire thing slid back a few inches. 


“Oh! Y-y-you can teleport. Um...and you probably can’t talk. H-hang on...just a 
minute...” 


Papyrus wiggled out from under Sans with an exasperated exhale. Sans just blinked up 
at the ceiling, looking dizzy and disoriented. Meanwhile, the intruder seemed to have 
completely forgotten about them. With her head down and fingers tapping furiously at 
a small device, she left the room and closed the door behind her. Papyrus watched her 
go, then breathed a small, profound sigh of relief. 


Brother. 

Yes? 

We're stuck. 

Yep. 

She knows we're here now. 

Yep. 

Papyrus tiredly rubbed his face with both hands. How did you do that? You were 
outside, and then- he made a swooping gesture with both hands, then mimed being 
squished against the cage by a skeletal butt. Chin quivering, Sans leaned forward and 


hugged him tightly around the middle. 


! didn’t. Want to be here. By myself. His shoulders hitched between each distraught, 
trembling gesture. | thought. That she was going to take you away. FOREVER. 


He broke into soft, wracking sobs. Papyrus leaned over and hugged him tightly. The 
thought of never seeing Sans again was...unimaginable. Once, they had been forced 
to stay separately in small, plastic boxes that had been pushed together on a shelf, 
side by side. Sans had lightly tapped on the side touching Papyrus’ box. Papyrus had 
heard him, and tapped back. It had felt good, knowing that his brother was so close 
by, even if he couldn't see him. He had tapped again... 


SILENCE, HE had spat. 

They'd stopped tapping. 

Once HE had left for the night, Papyrus had begun to punch the wall. He'd punched it 
until the rough, beige surface was streaked with orange, and his hands were stuck in 


throbbing, broken fists. 


That had made HIM, very, very mad. But afterward, they were always left together, in 
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the same, plastic box. 


Gently, Papyrus touched the palms of Sans’ hands. The soft cartilage between his 
finger-joints was scraped and oozing where the wire had dug in. 


You're hurt. He pressed both hands lightly over the scrapes and imagined the taste of 
powder from the forbidden, silver packets, the coziness of sleeping on soft blankets, 
and the delight of aligning interesting things on shelves. Then he imagined taking alll 
those nice, happy things, and putting them into Sans’ hurt fingers. 

When he took his hands away, the scrapes were gone. 


Thank you, Sans nuzzled into his side with a long, tired sigh. 


Welcome, Papyrus sighed, settling in for an uncomfortable, anxious night. 
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Alphys 
She wasn't going to call Catty again. And Mettaton...well. Mettaton might owe her 
ten million favours, but he would probably pull out a chainsaw and scare the poor little 
things to death. She needed someone who knew about babies, or at least someone 
who would actually try to help her, instead of using the opportunity to steal souvenirs. 
Her claw still hesitated over the Call button for a full, agonizing minute before she 
swallowed and pressed it. The voices in her head helpfully began to screech DON'T 
SCREW THIS UP, DON'T SCREW THIS UP, DON’TSCREWTHISUP, which shockingly, did not 
help her stutter when a voice on the other end picked up. 


“Heya! Thought you'd never call me back.” 


“U-u-u-u-u-u,” Alphys clapped a hand over her mouth, face burning with 
embarrassment. 


“How’s unpacking going? OH WAIT. DID YOU GET TO TRY THE CONVEYORS YET?!” 


Undyne cackled, giving Alphys a chance to peel her fingers away from her mouth and 
quickly respond: 


“Undyne-I-need-help-there-are-two-skeleton-babies-in-the-lab!” 


There was a long, silent pause. 


“Whoa, what? | think you cut out there for a second.” 

“| need h-h-h-help. | accidentally caught two skeleton babies in a trap.” 
“Babies? In the LAB? No way!” 

“Y-y-yes way! What should | do?!” 


“Uh...take away anything that might hurt them! Like, put them in a room and kick all the 
sharp and toxic crap out of there. You want me to come over?” 


“Yes please!” Alphys squeaked in a voice two octaves above her usual register. 


“lll be right there.” 


Papyrus 
Papyrus jolted awake as the intruder flipped on the light again. 


“Ohhhhh...” she stared despairingly around the room for a moment, then shook her 
head. “Maybe the bathroom?” 


She flung open a side room, and began dragging out all the boxes. They scraped 
noisily along the floor, almost drowning out her ear-splitting gasps for breath. Papyrus 
cringed, arms clenching defensively around Sans’ chest. Too loud! 


“Oh gosh. Hooo! Haahhh... | think...that’s everything,” she panted, glancing sidelong at 
the cage. “Now I’m supposed to put you two in here?” 


She gingerly began to walk toward the cage. Papyrus felt Sans shrink away, body 
tensing as she timidly reached out to grab the end. The moment her fingers touched 
the wire, he rattled at her. She jumped, then pressed both hands to her forehead with 
asmall, harried sigh. “Oh gosh, you scared me. Please don’t do that! I'm just...just 
trying to move you...for safety.” 


She laced her fingers into the cage and began to drag it across the floor. Papyrus 
yelped, clapping both hands over the sides of his head to block out the torturously loud 
screeching. 


“Sorry! Sorry,” she yelped over the noise. Sans glared murderously at her with his own 
hands clamped down over the sides of his head. Mercifully, the trip was short. She 
pushed them up against the wall next to the sink, then doubled over with her hands on 
her knees to wheezily catch her breath. 


“T-there! Now...you should...be sate-" 
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The doorbell rang. Alphys jumped, face turning bright pink as she ran out to answer it. 
Papyrus tentatively took his hands away from the sides of his head. Now what? 


Sans looked uneasily at the cage overhead. It was high enough that they could sit 
without bumping their heads, and wide enough to lie down. The floor was made of 
solid metal. It was colder than the plastic box had been, but otherwise not terribly 
uncomfortable. | don’t know, he finally signed. 


I'm scared. 
Me too. 


The bathroom door opened. They both jumped, then cowered back against the wall of 
the cage. Towering over Alphys in the doorway was a new, giant, red-haired intruder. 


“Whoaaaaa...” she breathed, bending down to peer into the cage. “They're so teeny! 
Hello teeny babies! I’m Undyne. Can you say ‘Undyne?” 


She waggled her fingers at them. Papyrus acknowledged the silly gesture with a 
tentative smile. Sans scowled, baring his fangs. The giant laughed, then turned back 
to Alphys. “Feisty little guys. How old are they?” 


“I-I-| don't know. They don’t talk, but that might just be a s-skeleton thing? I've never 
seen one before.” 


“Yah, me neither. Thought they were extinct!” 


Papyrus froze as she bent down again, and reached for the end of the cage with a 
massive, blue hand. She fiddled with the latch for a moment, then pressed a heavy 
spring aside and opened the door. 


“All right teeny skeletons. You can come out now,” she wheedled. Papyrus stared at 
her, trembling in place with his arms wrapped tightly around Sans’ body. At first, being 
trapped in the cage had been terrifying. Now, the idea of leaving it, and the relative 
safety that it promised from the red-haired giant, was much more terrifying. 


“Not buying it, huh? Well then.” With a broad grin, she picked up a plastic container 
and removed the lid. A puff of steam watted out, along with a mouthwatering smell. 


“How about some healthy, home-made, stick-to-those-ribs spaghetti?” She pushed the 
tub into the cage. Sans gave it a filthy look, then resumed staring angrily at the floor. 
Papyrus glanced up at her, then down at the tub, and then back up again. It smelled 
so good... 


“Yeah, go on. | made it literally this morning. The RIGHT way!” 


Wary of any sudden movements that could indicate that this was all just another 
trap, Papyrus rested a hand on the edge of the container, waited for a moment, then 
dragged it into his lap. 


Thank you, he signed, just to be polite. Undyne’s eyes widened, and she turned back to 
Alphys with an excited grin.. 


“Didja see that? Didja see? He signed at me!” 
“W-what?” 


“Hands. They speak in Hands!” Grinning broadly, she turned back to Papyrus. UNDYNE 
ME! EAT GOOD EAT EAT, FOR YOU, GOOD EAT! 


Papyrus quailed under the intensity of her enthusiasm and...creative wording. Then, 
mostly because she'd insisted, he dipped a single finger into the container and drew 
out a white squiggle. Skeptically, because the dry squiggles had been rather tasteless, 
he popped one into his mouth. 


Poison? Sans demanded suspiciously. 


Papyrus chewed, eyes widening in delighted surprise. /t’s like the silver packets! So 
much taste! He quickly took another fingerful and pushed it into his mouth, closing his 
eyes to better savour the intensity and fullness of the flavours. 


Really? Sans looked down at the container, then hesitantly took a noodle for himself. 
He glared briefly at Undyne, then popped it into his mouth. Oh, wow. His eyes 
widened. Lots of taste! 


Lots of taste! So tasty, Papyrus cheered, digging in with his entire hand. Undyne lightly 
clapped her hands together with a gigantic grin. 


“Yeah! Eat up teeny babies. That oughta keep ‘em happy until Asgore gets here.” 


“What?!” Alphys’ voice was so high pitched that Sans flinched, and Papyrus jumped 
backward, spilling part of the container onto his leg. 


“Shhhh, you scared them. C'mon, let ‘em eat in peace for a bit...” 


Undyne ushered Alphys out of the room. As soon as the door had closed, Papyrus dug 
back into the food, chewing and swallowing as fast as he could. Beside him, Sans 
worked at it from the other end, slurping up the white squiggles and licking red sauce 
off his fingers. Just minutes later, the container was empty. 
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No more? He regretfully ran a finger around the inside of the container to capture the 
last tew drops of sauce. 


A little more! Papyrus leaned forward and playfully licked some red spatter off of Sans’ 
chest. Sans giggled, falling backward and lightly pushing his face away. 


Noooooo0, tickles!!! He signed. Papyrus persisted, licking his chin and ribs until all the 
sauce was gone. 


Now done, he giggled. 

Not done! Sans grinned, lunging forward and licking a stripe up Papyrus’ jawbone. 
Papyrus squeaked, giggling and screwing his eyes shut as Sans returned the favour and 
lapped up the last of the sauce residue. 

She was nice. She spoke to me, Papyrus smiled once Sans had finished. 

Only kind of, Sans rolled his eyes. GOOD FOOD, EAT ME UNDYNE. Like a baby! 
Papyrus sniggered into his hand. Big baby. 


Sans yawned widely. Big BIG baby! Good food baby! Baby baby baby... His eyelids 
drooped, and he flopped down against Papyrus’ side. Sleepy now... 


Yes... Papyrus yawned. He had never eaten enough to feel so full and warm before. It 
was such a nice feeling... 


The door creaked open. Papyrus sleepily glanced up, then started awake as an even 
BIGGER intruder slowly opened the door. 


“Oh my goodness,” he said softly, kneeling in front of the cage. Kind, blue eyes peered 
down at them beneath a pair of horns that twisted upward from a mop of luxurious, 
golden fur. Papyrus stared at him, entranced. He had never seen someone so large, 
soft, and kind. 


Come out of there, little ones. It pains me to see you in a cage, he signed. 

Papyrus stared at the outstretched hand. In spite of the initial impression, he 
wasn't entirely sure that it was safe to leave. The new intruder was very, VERY big. 
Apparently having the same thought, Sans whimpered and shrank down against the 
floor beside him, shivering lightly. 


“It's all right. Come here...” Slowly, he reached forward... 


“NAA!” Sans lunged forward and savagely bit him on the thumb. Papyrus froze, staring 
at the enormous hand in horror and expecting it to close around Sans’ head, to drag 


him away and... 

Nothing happened. 

“You see? Nothing to fear,” the soft man murmured. 

Slowly, Sans opened his mouth and let go of the thumb. Tenderly, the hand reached 
behind them both, scooped them out of the cage, and pulled them immediately into 

a warm, furry hug. Papyrus squeaked, then shivered as a strange sense of peace and 
well-being rushed through his body, so sudden and overwhelming that it brought tears 


to his eyes. It felt...unbearably nice... 


The soft man said a few things to Alphys and Undyne. Papyrus couldn't recall any of it 
as he nuzzled close to Sans. 


Soft man. Nice. So, so nice... his hands fell limp, and he drifted off to sleep. 
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Alphys 
Alphys had never seen Asgore like this. Tender, and radiating gentle, protective intent. 
The skeletons were completely engulfed in his arms, leaving nothing visible but the tops 


of their little skulls. 


“So small for their age,” he murmured. “The fangs don’t come in until they're at least 
eight years old, but | would have guessed only four. You said they were living here?” 


Alphys nodded, staring at the sleeping babies nestled in the king’s luxurious arm-fur 
with a touch of appreciative envy. 


“Where on earth did they come from?” 

“No way to know really,” Undyne sighed. “Nobody's been living here for ages.” 

“Hmm. Undyne, please work with Alphys to fully examine the lab. | want to be sure 
that there are no more abandoned children trying to live here. In the meantime, |'ll 
get these little ones a bath and a good night's sleep. They seem overdue for a turn of 
good luck.” 


And with that, Asgore swept out, with the babies still nestled in his arms. 


“Sweeeeet. Man, I've never seen Asgore in straight-up dad mode. This'll be good 
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for him,” Undyne grinned, then laced her fingers together and cracked them with 
a resonant POP! “All right then. Best way to investigate the lab...IS TO UNPACK 
EVERYTHING! LET’S DO IT!” 


Before Alphys could respond, Undyne had already rushed over to the nearest stack of 
boxes and begun tearing them apart with an intense, hyper-productive cackle. 


“W-wait! Those go upstairs!” Alphys rushed after her, reflecting that unlike Catty, 
Undyne might actually be a little TOO helpful. 


The thought still made her chest feel warm and fluttery as she watched Undyne 
disappear into the lab, unpacking her things at lightning speed. She was so big and 


strong... 


“Hey Alphys, | found all your ramen!” She shouted a moment later “You, uh... you don’t 
actually need the flavour packets, do you?” 


“WHAT?!” 


Blueflamember 


IN DEEP @& UNDERTALE 


Papyrus approached his brother's sentry station in good spirits. Although he hadn't 
managed to spot a human today, he had confirmed that all of his puzzles were 
still functioning at maximum perplexment, and while he was making sure they were 
perfectly calibrated, he had also come up with a new plan of attack for that damn 
horoscope! He couldn't wait to share that info with his favorite brother, who also 
happened to be his only brother. He was definitely the best, worst brother, which 
Papyrus informed him of regularly. 


“SANS! You'll be thrilled to know that another day of patrolling has come to a close!! 
Sans...?" 


His initial relief at not seeing his brother's skull planted face-down into the plywood 
of the sentry station while making more noise than Papyrus thought anyone as lazy as 
his brother had any business making (his typical response when Papyrus reprimanded 
him on the walk home being “What do you mean, lazybones? I’ve been sawing logs 
all day!”) was replaced by frustration as he peered into the darkened interior and his 
brother was nowhere to be found. 


“Sans! Are you sleeping under the counter again?” Papyrus leaned over to see if Sans 
had slipped off of his stool again, but found only a delightfully well-stocked selection 
of various condiments. 


Straightening, Papyrus planted his gloved hands on his hips and frowned before doing 
a full inspection of the entire sentry station. Sans had also been known to sleep beside, 
behind, on top of, and various distances from his post. There were no telltale footprints 
in the snow leading into the woods, but Papyrus, of all monsters, knew that Sans had a 
knack for getting places without walking to them. He really did work incredibly hard at 
being lazy. It was almost admirable. 


“SANS! You had better not be sleeping in the woods again! Last time you tracked pine 
needles all over the bathroom, which admittedly gave it a refreshing scent, but also 
took a very long time to clean! Sans! Sans?” 


After a few more moments of checking between the nearby trees, Papyrus sighed 
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“SAAAAAAAANS!" 


Papyrus’'s voice reverberated throughout the streets of Snowdin, drawing chuckles from 
some of the residents, and startling a few of the more skittish ones. 


It only took him a few moments to make his way down main street to the door of their 
home, which he threw open dramatically after meticulously knocking the snow from his 
boots. 


“Sans! You had better not be snacking!! | have dinner all planned out for tonight!” 


His admonishments were met with only silence from the empty kitchen and living room. 
Papyrus heaved a sigh as he weighed the pros and cons of checking his brother's room. 


Pro: There was a good chance he was in there. 

Con: There was a good chance the door was locked. 

Pro: Finding his brother would bring him peace of mind. 

Con: Entering his brother's room meant being haunted by the thought of whatever 
could possibly be crunching beneath his boots despite the reasonable plushness of 


their carpet. 


Well, there was nothing the Great Papyrus was not willing to do for his lazy brother, and 
that included enduring his creepy carpet crunchies. 


“Sans?” 


His knocks were met with more silence; not unusual. His brother had managed to fall 
asleep during the King’s speeches, Mettaton’s live performances, and perhaps most 
impressively of all; Undyne’s piano recital. The one that ended with her suplexing it. 


What WAS unusual was the way the door handle actually turned when he tried it, and 
opened onto the monumentally unimpressive sight that was Sans’ room. 


Not only was Sans not in the room, but he hadn't bothered to set up a single prank. 


Papyrus’ skull prickled with unease; normally entering Sans’ room meant being smacked 
in the face with crumpled papers, stinky jackets, and/or a crippling view into the 
vastness of eternity that left one questioning their place in the universe, or at least 
questioning where to find the door. He stared around the empty room for a moment, 
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willing it to give him a clue as to his brother's whereabouts. The perpetual trash tornado 
tossed a random bit of flotsam at him, which bounced harmlessly off of his battle body 
to bury itself in the carpet somewhere. He turned wordlessly, grimacing slightly at the 
thought of his next stop and what it would take to remove the stench of grease from his 
nasal aperture later. 


Papyrus strode purposely towards his slacker brother's favorite place to slack off. It 
wouldn't be his first time carrying Sans home sloshed (or not sloshed. Papyrus actually 
had no objection to carrying his brother whenever the situation called for haste and/or 
actually getting Sans to show up. Or when he was too tired. He seemed to be requiring 
even more sleep than usual these days, even for him. It was something that Papyrus had 
noted with concern.) 


While the patrons there were very surprised to see the taller of the two brothers 
actually entering the restaurant, they all greeted him merrily. He tried not to focus on 
how all of the dogs in the guard leaned over to smell him as he walked towards the 
counter. Was the large one drooling? Focus!! 


He strode up between the empty barstools, one of which he could have sworn had 
grooves worn into it in the shape of a certain skeleton’s ischium. He was going to have 
to have another talk with Sans about his eating habits when he finally found him. 


“Grillby! Always nice to see you. Has my brother been in to partake of your liberally 
lubricated victuals today?” 


The bartender crackled in what Papyrus could have sworn was a nonplussed manner, 
and after a few moments, the thoroughly soused bird on a seat to his left slurred out, 
“He says nope!” 


It was times like this that Papyrus was grateful that he didn’t have hair, as some of it 
would have most certainly curled in the assault of the bird’s breath, or possibly fallen 
out. Being a skeleton really was the best. 


“| see! Thank you,” he paused to give the bird a sideways glance, “Grillby? Well then, my 
search continues!” 


As Papyrus turned to leave, Grillby’s flames crackled higher, and the inebriated fowl’s 
words caught him just as he was about to step through the door. 


“He says he'll let you know if we see him!” 


Papyrus turned and regarded both Grillby and the bar patrons with surprise. Most of 
them gave him soft smiles and/or tail wags, and he moved Grillby’s up a mental notch 
from where he had categorized it before. Maybe it wasn't so bad in here, as long as 
you didn’t eat anything. Or breathe. 


“Thank you! | appreciate that very much!” 


Once outside, Papyrus took one of those deep breaths he didn’t really need. The crisp 
air solidified his resolve. There were plenty of other places to check for his wayward 
brother. 


His next stop was Sans’ booth in Waterfall, which was just as occupied as his booth in 
Snowdin (which is to say, it was not). Asking various monsters along the way if they had 
seen his brother yielded various responses, none of which gave him any kind of lead. 
He steeled himself for the bone-blistering temperatures of Hotland, only to find two 
more empty booths, devoid even of whatever it was Sans sold there and passed off as 
food. Papyrus had only sampled his brother's wares twice, and both times had lett him 
picking the fluff out of his maxilla for hours. 


“Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, that’s two too many times for me to have 
eaten your cooking! Nyeh heh!” Papyrus glanced around; that was a pretty good set- 
up. If his brother were somewhere nearby, he wouldn't miss a chance to rib him for that 
one, for sure. 


His only reply was the endless hissing of the vents. He stamped the ground once 
in frustration and pressed on to one of the only other places he knew his brother 
frequented; the stage at the MIT resort. 


Generally Sans always invited his brother to his shows, if you could call making the 
same three bone puns and a fart noise a show. Once again, no one had seen Sans that 
evening, and he wasn't scheduled to perform any time that week. At least this meant 
he could get the heck out of Hotland. With one last longing glance around the lobby for 
a possible glimpse of Mettaton, he headed out through the glass doors. 

“Tra la la. The water is very wet today.” 


Papyrus was startled from his thoughts by the River Person’s sudden declaration. 


“So it is. How very observant! You wouldn't happen to have observed or ferried my 
brother anywhere today, would you?” 


The hooded figure only shook what he presumed was their head at him as they pulled 
up to a snowy bank. 


“Tra la la. Remember to take a break every so often.” 


“Would that | could, my good hood! You would get along well with my brother, | think. 
Thank you for the ride!” 


Papyrus trudged slowly towards his last idea. He wasn't discouraged. The Great 
Papyrus did not get discouraged. He got results!! Whether they were what he wanted 
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or not. They were definitely results. 


He knew that Sans often lost track of time hanging out at that weird door. Honestly, he 
went to such great lengths to slack off, it was almost like he was working at it. 


Pap’s gait slowed as he got closer to what was obviously a very unoccupied door, but 
he didn't stop until he was right in front of it, leaning forward to let his forehead come 
to rest on it with a gentle “klonk”. He was NOT discouraged. Not yet. Perhaps his lazy 
brother really had crawled back under that rock that Papyrus could swear that he 
smelled like he had crawled out from under on those days when he wore one of his 
riper hoodies, or he had missed him returning home while he was out searching. One 
last effort before resigning himself to tucking himself in without a bedtime story tonight. 


Papyrus’ boisterous and not-at-all desperate search left no stone unturned. Literally. 
He drew a bit of a crowd as he flipped some of the more impressive boulders on 
the outskirts of the village, all whilst hollering his brother's name coupled with the 
occasional barb. 


“Sans! | know | said you had hit rock bottom, but this is ridiculous!! Nyeh heh!” 
If puns wouldn't draw him out of hiding, they would usually at least get him to give 
away his position with a quiet chuckle. 


Unfortunately, the only sounds he was met with were whispers and snickers from the 
monsters who had gathered, though there was one kid staring at him with what he 
hoped was open admiration. He flexed once and winked in their direction, and their 
eyes grew impossibly bigger. A fan!! He made certain to show off his good side as he 
dutifully returned all of the boulders to their previous positions, and was gratified to see 
that the kid had stayed, even though the rest of the monsters had drifted back to their 
usual haunts once it was apparent that the show was over. 


“You haven't seen a much less impressive skeleton around here today, have you, eh, 
monster...child?” 


“Nah mister!! | was looking for Undyne all day! Are ya gonna toss any more rocks?! That 
was wicked cool!!!” 


“It was pretty cool, wasn't it? Nyeh heh heh!” 


Papyrus winked at them one more time before heading back to his home, which he 
found to be dark and empty. 


That was it, then. There would be no special dinner that they shared tonight. He would 
not pout. Sans was a grown skeleton, and so was he. It wouldn't be the first time Sans 
was away for a day or two. He was definitely not pouting. Papyrus would just have to 
save his new recipe for when he got back. He started some water boiling for oatmeal, 
and tried not to think about reading his own bedtime story that night. Maybe it would 


be a good night to watch a Mettaton movie marathon. On the couch. Where he would 
have plenty of space to stretch out, for once. And watch all of the movies Sans always 
fell asleep to in the first 5 minutes. Yeah, it would be great to not have to hear his 
snoring for once during his favorite scenes. 


Nope. Not pouting. 

After a couple of days, Papyrus’ voice could no longer be heard echoing around the 
streets of Snowdin. The ubiquitously chipper skeleton had missed all of his daily patrols 
in his obvious search for his brother, and he now passed silently down the main street 
of Snowdin towards the forest for the umpteenth time, drawing looks of pity from those 


who had been paying any sort of attention to his activity. 


It was going to be alright, Papyrus told himself. There was no need to panic. Not yet. 
There was one place left to look before panicking. That place. 


He gave a neighborly nod to the snowman, who smiled back at him. 
“Greetings! Did my brother pass by here, by any chance?” 

“About three days ago, yeah.” 

“Right into the water?” 

“Right into the water, yeah.” 

“Right. Thanks.” 

“Anytime.” 


With icy resolve, Papyrus walked directly past the snowman into the freezing water of 


| KNEW I'D FIND YOU HERE!!! 


..is what he wanted to say. But, it wasn’t the first time, and it wasn’t the time for that 
at all. So, Papyrus approached in a way that he knew wasn't stealthy in the slightest, 
but gave his brother a chance to make a dignified retreat if that was what he wanted; 
every step stirring silt from the bottom that swirled around Sans’ head. He didn’t 

move, though it was obviously scouring his skull and becoming lodged in the folds of 
his clothes. He didn’t move when Papyrus slowly sat down next to him, clouding their 
vision entirely and filling their skulls with a fine layer of dirt that would need to be 
meticulously scrubbed out later. He didn’t resist as Papyrus gently wrapped an arm 
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around his shoulder, pulling him so that his skull rested on his battle body. 


They sat together, watching the water carry the dirt Papyrus’ approach had stirred 
away; the only sounds between them the rushing of the freezing water and individual 
grains of sand rasping over their bones. 


| MISSED YOU! 


..is what he wanted to say. But he simply squeezed his brother's humerus through his 
sodden hoodie, and listened. This situation called for listening, and the Great Papyrus 
always did what the situation called for. 


Well. Up to a point. 
“Do you wanna... ¢” 


Finishing that sentence would almost certainly lead to swift rejection. He let it hang in 
the water between them. 


“Nn.” 


Despite the constant lubrication that had been flowing liberally through his skull for the 
past 72+ hours, Sans’ disused voice box barely ground out the sound. It was scarcely a 
noise, but it was a negative one. Pap knew better than to push. Some amount of time 
passed. More than minutes; less than hours. Sans was a special kind of puzzle; one that 
it always took a very delicate touch to unlock. 


“| missed you.” He said it quietly, so Sans could feign ignorance if he wanted to. 
“Msorry.” 


A response!! Things were going better than usual. 


a“ . " 
| would always miss you. 


" 


“Pap. 


There was some emotion in his voice now, even if the way Sans had spoken his name 
was the shakiest, most desperately sad inflection Papyrus had ever heard. Progress. 
His soul pulsed with longing to crush his brother in his arms, but he steeled himself and 
poured that intent into keeping his voice soft and even. 


“ " 
If you ever went anywhere... 


Papyrus trailed off, and allowed himself to squeeze Sans gently. (Sans didn’t fill the 
empty space, so Papyrus plunged ahead.) 


“that | couldn't follow.” 


His voice cracked on that last one. Damn. This was the longest Sans had ever stayed 
down, though. If Pap hadn't found him here; if he hadn't come soon enough...he tried 
not to think about it. He had to be strong now. For Sans. 


Sans turned with glacial slowness, and Paps’ soul pounded as he waited for a chance 
to finally meet his brother's eyelights. Never raising his head, he buried his face in 
Papyrus’ side, even though the rushing water made it so there was nothing visible 

to hide. Papyrus gently ran a gloved hand over the back of his brother's skull, saying 
nothing as the minutes passed and Sans’ shoulders trembled. After some time, Sans 
tried to wrap his arms around his brother's huge chest plate. When it became apparent 
that the current made that impossible, he ran his hands over it a few times, then 
pounded against it impotently with blows not designed to damage it in the slightest. 
Finally, he hooked his phalanges in his brother's scarf and pulled him down so he could 
give him a real embrace. 


“Sans. Oh, Sans.” 
“Msorry, Pap. ‘Msorry.” 


Papyrus finally let his guard down, clasping his brother tightly. They stayed like that 
for a short eternity, clinging to each other as if to confirm that the other was solid, 
and real, and there, until Papyrus slowly leaned back and his brother allowed him to 
gather him into his lap. Pap lifted his gloved hands to gently cup his brother's cheeks, 
hoping to spark those eyelights back into Sans’ hollow, empty sockets. Sans let out a 
shuddering sigh and tilted his skull into the touch. 


CHOOSE YOUR OWN ADVENTURE ENDING 


For the platonic ending, proceed to the next page. 


For the Papysans (Shipping) ending, turn to page 215 
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Finally, slowly, two pinpricks of white light swelled within the darkness, until he was truly 
looking his brother in the eyes. The fact that his signature smile had fallen both didn’t 
matter, and mattered more than anything. 

Papyrus had never seen the look on Sans’ face falter anywhere other than here, 
beneath the freezing waters. It made his soul feel cold in a way that no amount of ice 
and snow could hope to compete with; in a way that made him throw caution to the 
wind. 

“You know you can tell me anything, brother.” 

Sans’ voice was barely a whisper. “| know.” 

“The Great Papyrus is extremely adept at keeping secrets.” 

A hint of a smile tugged at the edge of Sans’ teeth. 

Lal Son 


Emboldened and hopeful, Papyrus kicked it up a notch. 


“You know it to be so! Why, | have never told anyone at all about that incident with the 
pet rock and the shaving cream, despite how hilarious it was!” 


Sans let out the gentlest of snorts, and the other side of his mouth curved up slightly. 
Papyrus’ chest unclenched just a little bit. 


“Thanks, Pap.” 
“Nyeh heh heh! Of course, brother!” 


In his relief, Papyrus hastily pulled Sans in close again for a bone-crushing hug, and 
their skulls clonked clumsily against one another. 


“Bonehead.” 


Papyrus could hear the smile in his brother's voice. He didn’t need to see it. He pulled 
back to look anyway. 


“It takes one to know one, brother! Now, how’s about we head home?” 


“Yeah.” Sans’ eyelights glittered ever-so-slightly. “As far as ideas go, this one’s all wet.” 
Papyrus snickered appreciatively as he gently slipped his gloved hands around his 
brother's ischium to lift him, and Sans offered no resistance; leaning in to make it 
easier. He was no stranger to being hauled around like a bag of bones by his brother, 
but this situation called for something different. Papyrus crushed his brother gently but 


firmly against his battle body, as if Sans might slip through his fingers if he didn't hold 
tight enough. Sans gripped his brother a little tighter than usual, too. An effort. Papyrus’ 
soul swelled. 
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Only the snowman was present to see Papyrus emerge from the water with a sodden 
blue bundle in his arms; completely ignoring the water pouring from his skull and 
clothing. 


Sans’ skull rasped against Papyrus’ chest plate as he curled in on himself in an attempt 
to hide his face. Noticing the shift, Papyrus spun his cape around to shield his brother's 
head and shoulders completely from any prying eyes. 


“lve got you.” He pressed his teeth to the cloth where he knew Sans’ aural cavity was 
just below. Papyrus summoned an unneeded breath as he spoke, and he felt some of 
the tension ease from Sans’ body as he literally felt the warmth of his brother's words. 
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Monsters who peered out of their windows at the tinkling sound would see Papyrus 
walking stiffly but purposely through town with what looked to be his own, crispy, frost- 
laden scarf covering a mysterious bundle. A thin layer of ice covering his battle body 
and bones constantly cracked and sloughed off into the snow behind him. 


Unusually, he did not greet anyone in passing. Slightly more unusually, he seemed to 
be tempering his gait so as not to jostle whatever it was he was holding tightly in his 
arms. Most unusual of all, his normally invisible eyelights flashed a warning at anyone 
who approached close enough to catch a glimpse of blue and pink beneath his large 
gloves. 


Anyone who figured out who it was in Papyrus’ arms had the sense not to say anything. 
After all, it was just Sans and Papyrus, being Sans and Papyrus. 


Oh, those wacky skeletons. Sometimes it was best to leave them be when they were 
doing their thing. 
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IT'S OVER, BROTHER. 
WE'RE OKAY. 


sunlight. 
unlocked doors. 


abundance beyond 
imagination. 


do we deserve it 
after everything we 
did to get here? 


is it really over? 
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“Sans, | am so, so very sorry.” 
By the Angel, Sans was getting so tired of hearing the apologies. He barely lifted 
his head to look at his brother lying in the bed, hooked up to machines that kept him 


stable, made sure his magic was still working, keeping him from... 


“Thanks, Alph,” Sans said with a deep sigh, sitting up straight. “Did we get anymore 
readings from The Core? Anything else that explained what exactly happened?” 


“I'm afraid not,” Alphys said with a sigh. “| mean, you knew more about his theories and 
experiments than anyone else.” 


Sans scratched at his skull with a frustrated sigh, unable to keep from putting all the 
blame on himself. 


“Has anyone told the King?” Sans asked. 
“Yes.” 
“Good, but | guess that means I'm out of a job.” 


Sans could tell by the clicking of the claws on her feet that Alphys shifted from one 
foot to the other nervously. 


“It seems like you got something to tell me, Alph.” 

“Uhm, n-no, but | do have a question,” Alphys said. “Uhm, I-look, i-it’s hard for me to 
a-ask, but there have b-been a c-couple of the other scientists, and they've been 
talking-?" 


“Spit it out, Alphys.” 


Alphys took in a deep breath and squeezed her eyes shut. 


“Sansdidyousabotagetheexperiments?” Alphys asked quickly in one breath. 


“The fu-? Of course not!” Sans looked at her reproachtully. “How the hell can you even 
say that!?” 


“| know, | kn-know,” Alphys stuttered, knowing she crossed a heavy line. “It’s just w-what 
some of the others w-were saying, and | know it’s not t-true, but, | still h-had to ask.” 


Sans sighed, rubbing his skull. 


“Seriously? They think that | would hurt my own brother for a promotion?” Sans asked, 
his voice hollow as he chuckled. “Would | ever hurt my brother for any reason?” 


“| know you wouldn't,” Alphys said, coming up behind Sans and putting her hands on his 
shoulders. “I know you love your brother so very much, Sans.” 


Sans said nothing. The beeping and whirring of the machines were steady and 
monotonous, until suddenly, they weren't. It wasn’t a drastic change, but some of the 
beeping became quicker, and some of the whirring died down. Sans’ head snapped up, 
and then he nearly leapt out of his chair when he saw his brother fidget on the bed. 
“Hey, Wing, can you hear me?” Sans said, taking his hand into his own, looking at his 
face as his eyes slowly started to open again. “Wing? Hey, come on, now, wake up, you 
got all of us worried!” 

Alphys went to the other side of the bed, checking the monitors, but when she saw the 
look of joy and relief on Sans’ face as his brother opened his eyes fully, she watched 
the two brothers instead. 

“That's it, that's it!” Sans said, tears of relief gathering in his sockets. 

“H-hello Sans, yes, | am fine, no need to worry,” his brother said groggily. 

Sans’ face fell; his brother's voice had changed, and quite drastically. Wingdings’ voice 
sounded similar to Sans’, though a touch deeper and with a hint of refinement in it. 
Now, it was difficult to describe. 


“Wing, your voice, what happened?” Sans asked, helping him to sit up. 


“Nothing, at least, | do not think so,” he sighed as he finished sitting up, leaning back on 
the pillows and looking tired. “My voice sounds as it always did.” 


“No, Wing, it doesn’t.” 


“Why are you calling me Wing? That is not my name.” 
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“What? Of course it is! Heh, what, you think your bro wouldn't know your name?” 


“Unless this is one of your so-called clever japes, brother,” he leveled a serious look at 
him. “Though | must say, your timing could use a little work.” 


Sans’ eye-lights went dark with panic and worry. Something was very, very wrong with 
his brother. He shook his head hard, his eye-lights returning, and he grabbed the other's 
hand. 


“Now, Wing, erm, bro, you gotta tell me what you last remember,” Sans said. 


“Oh, hm... well, |, erm...” he blinked. “Isn't that the oddest thing? | do not quite 
remember anything before a few moments ago.” 


“But you know who | am?” Sans said. 


“Of course | do, how could | forget my dear, annoying brother?” he gave Sans a sincere 
smile. 


“D-do you know who | am?” Alphys asked. 
The two skeletons looked up at her; Sans honest-to-the-stars forgot she was there. 
“| do not think | have had the pleasure,” he grinned. “I am Papyrus!” 


Sans’ jaw dropped. The name made sense somehow, but this entire situation made him 
feel like he was tied to the front of an out-of-control boat. 


“Oh dear,” Alphys murmured under her breath. She glanced at Sans, cleared her throat, 
then turned to Papyrus with a warm smile. “l am Dr. Alphys, it is nice to meet you.” 


“Very nice to meet you, too!” 

“Wing!” Sans nearly shouted, gripping the blankets. “I mean, uh, Papyrus? Please, | know 
it might be hard right now, but | need you to think; try to remember what happened to 
you before you woke up.” 


Papyrus blinked at him, scratched the back of his skull, then shrugged. 


“lam sorry, brother, but | do not remember a thing.” 
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Even after giving Papyrus a few days to rest, he still didn’t have any memories of what 
had happened or even how he had come to be. Sans mostly avoided going to see him, 


instead shutting himself in his brother's lab to try to make sense of his calculations and 
get the answers Papyrus couldn't give. 


“Your brother is worried about you, Sans,” Alphys said, poking her head into his lab one 
day. 


“My brother isn't here, Alphys,” Sans said, not looking away from the whiteboard he was 
studying. 


“That's not very nice,” Alphys said. “Just because he can’t remember who he was 
doesn't mean that he isn’t your brother.” 


“He doesn't look like Wing,” Sans said insistently. “He doesn’t sound like Wing, | mean, 
he doesn't even seem to understand basic physics - | know because | asked. So, tell me, 
how is he still my brother?” 


Sans had turned to give Alphys a look, which made her back away a couple of steps. 


“It's s-still nice that you have someone who w-worries about you, y-you know,” Alphys 
said softly. “Il mean, why not give him a chance? He seems to know you, calls you his 
brother, and you never know; maybe his memory will come back, and maybe he'll be 
able to tell you exactly what happened.” 


“| may not need him to,” Sans said. He had turned back to the board as Alphys was 
speaking, and his fingertips were now resting near a formula. 


“You found something?” Alphys asked. 


“| think so,” Sans said. “If this is correct, it means that Wing, either by accident or 
through a stroke of genius, has discovered other dimensions.” 


“That's... insane, and incredible,” Alphys said, hurrying to the board, her eyes roving over 
the equations and scribbles. “But why was he doing this? Did you know about it?” 


“Not really,” Sans said in a soft confession. “We had discussed the possibilities a 

few times, but only over a burger and fries, it wasn’t something we were actually 
considering. Or, at least, | wasn’t. | imagine he thought it would be a way out of here; it 
may not have been the Surface, but it was a possibility for freedom.” 


“Certainly.” 


Sans hummed and murmured as he followed the string of equations, his eyes raking 
over the scribbled notes written in Hands - which only he knew how to read - and he 
reached a set of notes that were along the bottom of the board that could have easily 
gone unnoticed. That was where he stopped and gasped. 
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“That crazy idiot,” he muttered, bending down to see the notes closer. “He was trying 
to use the power of The Core to make it to another dimension. It doesn’t look like it 
was enough, because not only do you have to break the barrier between this reality 
and another, but you need power to go through the space in between, he called it The 
Void.” 


Sans quickly turned and went to the desk, shoving everything to the side except for 
a large notepad and grabbing a pen. He quickly wrote down equations from the 
board, glancing up at the notes that would be his brother's legacy, muttering some 


calculations of his own, then after some tense minutes, he sighed and dropped the pen. 


“What, what?!” Alphys asked, who had been bouncing anxiously on her toes. 


“It's too much to explain, Alph, but my theory is this; whatever machine Wing had made 
for this malfunctioned, tore him into two beings, one side is likely stuck in The Void, 
and the other is... Papyrus,” he paused, the name coming out thick and heavy, nearly 
catching in his throat. “I, | think | can fix it, but the problem is that the machine is too 
complicated, even more complicated than The Core. It will just overheat and explode 
here, and we see what the consequences are.” 


Sans dropped into a nearby chair while Alohys was quiet and still as she took all of this 
information in. 


“So, what are you going to do now?” Alphys asked after some time. 


Sans rubbed his face and took a long look between his notes and his brother's. He then 
took a deep breath and got to his feet. 


“I’m going to hand in mine, and Wing's, resignation.” 
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“.. that’s why we moved to Snowdin, and that’s what this machine is for,” Sans 
concluded with a long sigh. 


They were in Sans’ lab. About an hour before, Papyrus and Sans had gotten into an 
argument because Sans had been spending nearly all of his time in his lab, skipping out 
on jobs and patrols, and even Undyne was chastising Papyrus for his brother's actions - 
or lack thereof. 


He had never been in Sans’ lab, respecting that it was Sans’ space, and having no 
interest in going in there any more than Sans had interest going into Papyrus’ shed. 

But he had followed him, still yelling, neither of them really realizing they were both 
there until the machine caught Papyrus’ eye and he asked about it; the question was so 
unexpected that it made them forget about their argument, and instead, it led to Sans 


revealing the entire truth of his secret project. 


“Wowie,” Papyrus murmured, looking at the machine with awe. “So, | am really two 
people?” 


“Well, no, | guess at this point you're your own monster, though | wasn’t so sure at first. 
But you seemed like a cool guy, and it’s been fun having you as a younger brother,” 
Sans said, giving Papyrus a smile. 


“But you miss your other brother,” Papyrus murmured with a hint of sadness in his voice. 
“A bit, yeah.” 
“All right, then! |, The Great Papyrus shall help you get your other brother back!” 


Sans blinked at this sudden and firm declaration, looking up at Papyrus as he posed 
heroically. 


“Are you sure about this, bro? | mean, | appreciate it, but, like, | don’t really know what's 
going to happen, you know?” 


“The only thing that could happen is you being reunited with your brother! | mean, 

| suppose | am him, so, | really wouldn't be going anywhere. | see nothing but good 
things!” Papyrus grinned down at him with such enthusiasm that Sans couldn't help 
feeling a little hopeful. 


“All right, Pap, let’s do it,” Sans held out a hand to shake. “Thanks.” 


Papyrus took his hand to shake it, only to be greeted by the sound of a whoopie 
cushion. Papyrus sighed deeply and shut his eyes. 


“| can only hope that our brother has a better sense of humor than you, Sans.” 


@ © «A 


Over the next six months, Papyrus put in his time helping Sans with his machine 
between his other responsibilities. He was glad of the slight change he saw in Sans; he 
was more energetic, didn’t sleep quite as much, and while he wasn't happy to find Sans 
scribbling formulas and notes while at his sentry station, he was thankful that he was at 
least not using it as a napping spot. 


Another thing that started to happen was that Sans talked more about Wingdings, how 
smart he was, how hard-working, the genius he was for creating The Core, how he 
always did so well in school, how he got concepts that went over Sans’ head, and each 
loving comment he had for his “older” brother, his “younger” brother was feeling less 
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wanted. 
Papyrus began to try to overcompensate. 


“Good morning, Sans!” Papyrus greeted brightly one morning. “| made you a special 
breakfast spaghetti!” 


Sans found a plate of spaghetti waiting for him that smelled sweet, looked sticky, 
adorned with an egg which was obviously burned black on the bottom but raw on top, 
and showered with sprinkles. 


“Wow, heh, that is something,” Sans said slowly. 


“| believe it is my best work thus far!” Papyrus beamed. “To make the spaghetti more 
breakfast-y, | put maple syrup in the pasta water! | tried using just maple syrup, but it 
got quite messy and the pasta remained crunchy. Topping it with an egg makes it a 
super breakfast, and sprinkles for a fun and festive look!” 


Sans blinked. Papyrus was nothing if not creative, he had to give him that, but he 
wondered what in the world was it that Undyne was teaching him during their cooking 
lessons. 


“This certainly looks festive, bro, but I'm afraid | have to jimmy up the truth; I’m allergic 
to sprinkles.” 


“You are not,” Papyrus said, his brow wrinkling in disapproval. “Now eat your breakfast!” 


Sans sighed quietly, and when Papyrus’ back was turned, he used his magic to move 
the messy meal into the trash can. 


“Thanks for breakfast, bro, I'll be in the lab,” Sans said, and teleported away before 
Papyrus could say a word. 


Of course, later, Papyrus would find the discarded breakfast. Sans never took the trash 
out. 


A tew days later, as Papyrus failed and failed again to make a decent meal, he began 
to brag about how his training for The Royal Guard was going so well that he would 
surely be the first to capture a Human with his amazing traps and puzzles. He even 


went as far as to build his own station like the other guards and clearly marking it as his 


own. 


When that didn’t seem to impress Sans, Papyrus then tried to become a star on the 
Undernet, posting pictures of himself in his “Date Clothes” which included pasting 
things like sunglasses, handheld fans, biceps, and other random objects and insisting it 
was the style. 


Despite all of this, Sans always turned the conversation to his “other” brother. 


Finally, one day, while in Sans’ lab (because he did promise to help), Papyrus reached 
the end of his patience. 


“| think it will work this time, Pap, I'm sure of it!” Sans said, almost giddy with 
excitement. 


“Hope it does, brother,” Papyrus said, his sad tone going unnoticed. 


This wasn't the first - or even fifth - time Papyrus stood inside the machine with Sans 
hoping that this would be the day he could bring Wingdings back from The Void. 
While Papyrus had never been hurt during any of these runs, Papyrus felt like Sans was 
growing less and less concerned with his safety and more about the machine actually 
working. 


“This is it, this is it!” Sans said, flipping some switches, then turning to watch his 
machine do its thing. 


Papyrus heard the machine hum to life, but there seemed to be something off about 
the sound - the deep hum was typical, but there was a subtle hiss somewhere in its 
undertone. The machine then started to shake, and while it had happened before, 
something felt ominous about it now. Then when the machine’s hum turned into a 
high-pitched whine and the control inside started to spark, Papyrus jumped out of the 
machine just before something inside it exploded. It was a strong enough one to send 
Papyrus stumbling and knock Sans into his small desk. The machine wound down, and 
something inside of it clattered to the floor. 


“Damn it, Papyrus, what did you do?!” Sans exclaimed, running over to the machine to 
check it over. 


“N-nothing,” Papyrus stammered, in a mix of shock from the experience and at his 
brother's reaction and lack of concern for him. 


Sans took a moment to look over the machine, seeming more and more frantic until he 
wheeled on Papyrus. 


“Why did you move?! Maybe you could have been transported to The Void and you 
would have been able to find him and bring him home!” Sans shouted. “How could you 


screw this up?” 


“Excuse me?” Papyrus said, straightening up and glaring down at Sans. “Sans, you 
know | do not abide by swearing, but GO TO HELL!” 


Sans blinked. 
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“| COULD HAVE BEEN KILLED, SANS, AND THEN YOU WOULD HAVE HAD NO BROTHER 
WHATSOEVER! WHY DO YOU INSIST ON THROWING ME AWAY FOR A BROTHER YOU 
ARE NOT SURE EVEN EXISTS ANYMORE?!” 


“Well, |,” Sans stammered, still at a total loss for words. 


“AND WHAT ABOUT ME, SANS? WHAT HAPPENS TO ME? WHY AM | NOT GOOD 
ENOUGH FOR YOU?” 


“I, | miss him,” Sans stuttered pathetically. 


“| UNDERSTAND YOU MISS HIM, BUT | AM STILL HERE, AND | AM STILL YOUR BROTHER, 
AM | NOT?” Papyrus’ voice cracked as tears began to fill his eye-sockets. “Aren't | cool 
enough to be your brother?” 


“Of course you are, just, Wing...” 


Sans trailed off, unable to find the words, knowing deep down that there was little to 
nothing he could say that could make up for this. Papyrus seemed to know it, because 
without another word he went back upstairs, the door barely shutting behind him. 


After a few minutes, Sans shook himself out of his stupor. He knew he and Papyrus had 
to have a serious talk, and he knew that he was in the wrong. He reflected on the time 
he spent with Papyrus, and no, he was not Wingdings, but he was a good brother. He 
cared about Sans, and while he didn’t share his love of physics and science fiction, 
that was okay, wasn’t it? Papyrus was pretty cool in his own right, and Sans felt like an 
asshole for making him doubt it. 


“Well, he'll need a moment to cool off,” Sans murmured, shuttling back over to the 
machine, checking his notes and assessing the damage. 


It didn't take long for him to see something that made his soul drop - if Papyrus hadn't 
taken it upon himself to jump out of the machine, Sans would be cleaning up a pile of 


dust. 

Papyrus had gone to his shed to cry. He didn’t want to be in the house, and he didn’t 
want to be caught crying by someone else - he did have a cool reputation to uphold 
these days, after all. 


It took a while, but eventually the door to the shed creaked open. 


“Hey, Papyrus? Can | talk to you, or do you need more time to yourself?” Sans asked 
gently. 


“| suppose it's all right,” Papyrus said with a small sniff, uncurling himself from his spot 
on the hay he had lined the floor with for his captured Human. 


“Thanks, bro.” 


The words stung a little, but Papyrus didn’t let that show. He leaned against the wall, 
watching as Sans made his way over, slowly dropping to the floor and crossing his legs. 


“Pap, I'm really sorry,” Sans said. “You were right, about everything, really, but most of 
all, | could have hurt you and badly.” 


Papyrus leveled a look at him but stayed silent. 


“I’m sorry that | made you feel like you are a less desirable brother than Wing. Sure, the 
two of us had quite a bit in common, but we do, too, and commonalities aren't only 
things that makes brothers, well, brothers. I'm gonna miss him, no matter how cool of a 
bro you are, | will always miss him. But missing him may not be so bad if | have you, you 
know?” 


“That's fair, | think,” Papyrus murmured. 


“I'll try harder to be a better brother to you. Hopefully, though, you won't mind if | still 
try to look for Wing? | won't compromise you for it, | mean, if you can exist as your own 
monster, maybe Wing can too?” 


“| do not know, Sans, but...” Papyrus paused and took a good look at Sans. He looked 
sincerely sorry, truly remorseful, and there was a hint of eagerness in him to set things 
right. Papyrus sighed. “I do believe you should continue to look for brother Wingdings. 
When and if you find him, the matter of bodies will be discussed then. Does that sound 
agreeable?” 


“More than agreeable, bro,” Sans’ features relaxed a little. “Thank you. Now, is there 
anything | can do to make up for the way | have been treating you?” 


“You have a lot to make up for, Sans, that was extremely hurtful.” 


“| know,” Sans scooted closer, leaning forward to put a hand on Papyrus’ shin. “I will 
spend the rest of my life making it up to you if | have to, and would be glad to.” 


Papyrus studied his face. After some time, he sighed, then slowly smiled. 

“All right, brother, it is a deal,” Papyrus said. 

Sans breathed a sigh of relief, but before he could say anything else, or move for that 
matter, Papyrus grabbed his wrist and pulled him in for a tight hug. Sans hugged him 


back as best he could, swearing silently that he would work hard to make sure his 
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brother felt loved, and wanted, and like the coolest monster in all the Underground. 
Many years later... 

“All right, bro, you're all set,” Sans said, putting the final touch on the outfit and 
stepping back. “Gotta say, Papyrus, you're gonna be the coolest set of bones in all of 
Snowdin.” 

“If that was an attempt at a pun, | hate it,” Papyrus said, turning to admire himself in 
the mirror. “Though | must agree, Sans, this battle body plus being seen at the party will 
surely show the rest of the Royal Guard that | am indeed ready to join their ranks!” 
“Maybe, but leave that up to Undyne, she’s the Captain after all.” 


“Of course!” 


Sans watched Papyrus strike pose after pose in the mirror, chuckling to himself, flexing, 
and all in all... just being himself. 


Just being Papyrus. His little brother. 


And that was perfectly wonderful. 
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MY BEST WINGMAN @ UNDERLUST 


by Kamari 


Sans has the popcorn. Papyrus has the house phone positioned strategically within 
reach on the side table, speed dial at the ready. Soon they're both parked on the 
couch, their leather pants traded in for something more breathable, Papyrus's corset 
replaced by a loose sweater and Sans enjoying a trashy old t-shirt with ketchup stains 
from five years ago. They both look awful, but it's comfortable as hell and that is what 
brother day is all about. 


o. 

a 4 
Well, that, and talking about boys. ) 4 > a 
"How come you didn't just get tickets, again?" Sans asks between mouthfuls of 
popcorn. He already knows the answer, and that Papyrus will deftly avoid saying it in so 
many words. 
Because if | turn up every episode, my handsomeness will distract my boyfriend, thats 
why," Papyrus huffs. "Then who will educate the needy masses with his velvety voice _ 
and unparalleled knowledge?" - 


"They could just watch hours of me gyrating, though," sans quips. 


"You are too lazy to gyrate for hours. We both know you're a pillow prince." 


"Says the robot lover," Sans quips back again. "How many vibration settings did you 


install on-" 


Vena ine starting, Papyrus interrupts, his face hot pink and luminescent with his 
fluster. Sans wins their game of chicken, and as a generous winner, offers his little 
brother some popcorn to enjoy as the Mettaton quiz show opening music plays. 
Papyrus takes a handful, muttering under his breath about asking when Sans’ next date 
is. Sans pretends not to hear it over the music. 


On TV, Mettaton steps out onto the stage, and his posture alone stands testament to 
the improvement in his confidence before his voice even enters the microphone. Sans 
is paying more attention to Papyrus, though: his face lighting up, the trembling in his 

hands easing, everything forgotten but the show and its host. 4 
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Sans doesn't mind. An hour watching his brother watch his favorite show is an hour well 
spent. Sans gets to see Papyrus cheer, shout, and occasionally call in an answer that 
he nearly ends with, "I love you," before hanging up. Sans doesn't know what is more 
amusing: Papyrus suffering self-inflicted cringe damage, or Mettaton's briefly flustered 
face before he composes himself for the camera. 


"Smooth," Sans praises with sibling mockery, clapping a silent clap with two fingers. 


"You hush." a 
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"| will tell Grillby about the detachable showerhe-" Papyrus's threat is cut off when he 
sees Mettaton sign discreetly at the camera: I.L.Y.. 


Sans had wondered why Papyrus had checked out that sign language book. Usually his 
reading habits are either far more raunchy, or far more mechanically technical. Now 
Sans gets it, and he can't help but smile at the gesture. 


The moment passes as suddenly as it came, Mettaton moving on with his show, his 
audience largely oblivious to what has occurred. 


Papyrus continues to watch, his attention never wavering for longer than it takes to 
parry sans’ obligatory teases. Papyrus is happy, so much so that Sans thinks he can 
almost hear the sound of cracks healing in the artificial light (although whether it is 
papyrus’ or his own, Sans can't say). 


o> eet Peed 
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fabulous in their party gear. | 


While Papyrus knows he looks great in everything, it is his personal opinion that his 
brother is, when unprompted, a tad unkempt. The singular upside to his usual work and 
evening activities is that it drives him to put effort into his appearance. Sans cleans up 
well, and it shows the instant he loses the ketchup stains that wherever Papyrus got his 
handsome from must have had some left over for his brother. 


Better still, Papyrus can see that he isn't alone in that opinion. There is a luminous 
bartender who stands at the forefront of the ‘Sans looks good after a bath’ club. 
Grillby waves, his flames flickering in excitement on his head in hotter hues of blue and 
white. 


Sans waves back with a casual gesture that belies the nervousness expressed by his 
excessive sweat. Papyrus admires his brother's poker face, even if it never works on 

him, personally. It is a skill not everyone has, Papyrus included (for now). Poker faces 
unfortunately do not come with poker feet, and that shows too when Sans stops 
steps through the doors. 


Papyrus figured Sans would remember more about his inadvertent confession than he 
would feel comfortable about. He never could get blackout drunk, just ‘embarrass 
himself and pass out in his seat before he can come home' drunk. But that is okay, 
because The Great Papyrus is the best wingman in the underground, and lucky for 
Grillby he approves of him as boyfriend material (even if his cooking is greasy and his 
menu is limited). It is easy enough to put a guiding hand on Sans' shoulder and gently 
nudge him forward. 


It is funny too. Sans’ poker face fractures a little more like broken glass with every step, 
pieces falling to their feet and crushed under their boots until anyone who looks can 
read exactly how anxious Sans is about facing his crush again. 
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"H-hey Grilbz, two shots and a fry, and a milkshake for my bro?" Sans asks as he 
casually takes his usual bar seat. His body language is on point as usual, but it doesn't 
match his face or slime output anymore. 


Grillby gives a quiet little nod, turning around to get to work. This gives Sans a perfect 
view of his be-jeaned ass; a view Sans reflexively takes advantage of. 


Papyrus nearly chokes to death swallowing his laughter. He sits down by his brother 
and gently starts wiping the bartop down with a napkin. "I did not realize you had a 
terrible Heat Seeking Missile disease. Is it terminal?" 


"Shut up-" Sans hisses, elbowing Papyrus in the arm. "At least | don't have magnetic 
eyelights." 
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"Do not worry, the magnetic field is in my tongue now." 


The noise Sans makes is one of horror and disgust as the exact meaning of Papyrus's y 
quip seeps into his brain (and no doubt generates an image he does not particularly J 
want to see). Papyrus thinks it serves him right. 


Thankfully for Sans, Grillby comes back to the bar front with their order. Papyrus 

gratefully takes his milkshake (grease free, as all things above the belt should be) as 

sans knocks back his first ketchup shot of the night. The next words out of his mouth 

are, ‘Is that a lightsaber in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?" which sets 

the tune of the very one-sided conversation Sans has with his crush, overloaded with 
innuendo and avoiding y emotionally tender like they're orange attacks in a ra 


high speed car chase. 4 Ps 


Papyrus commiserates in the secondhand cringe with the bartender, enjoying his 
milkshake while it lasts. He'll bulldoze into his brother's relationship when somebody 
wisely asks him for help. Until then, he'll be the silent, handsome wingman, helping Sans 
not bolt from embarrassment and enjoy a few hours with the guy he likes. 


After all, Sans would do the same for him! 
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PASTRY HEALS ALL WOUNDS @ UNDERSwap 


It wasn't the first time Sans had come back from Alphys’ with a hastily bandaged injury. 
Alphys was necessarily proficient at first aid, but her technique was a bit slapdash. 
Sans always redid the bandages when he got home, with the excuse that he wanted to 
make sure the wound was totally clean. 

Papyrus worried every time. Sans getting hurt was one thing that always got him off the 
couch without hesitation, even if it was commonplace enough that there was no real 
urgency in his movements. “What happened?” he asked, intercepting his brother and 
gingerly cupping his skull to see the extent of the damage. Sans’ left eye socket was 
hidden behind a bandage. It could be just a scratch, though... 

“Oh, | wasn’t paying close enough attention, that’s all!” Sans laughed it off like always, 
but Papyrus knew him well enough to hear tension, perhaps even pain, in his tone. It 
sounded like more than just a scratch. 

“Let me see,” said Papyrus. 

“| can take care of it,” Sans insisted. “Don't worry so much!” 

“It looks painful, is all.” 

“It’s not really. I'll have a candy and it'll heal right up.” 

“ll get you a cinnamon puppy.” 


“You don't have to,” said Sans, but he sounded happy at the prospect. 


Reassured, Papyrus left on his errand. The cinnamon puppy would take care of it. There 
was nothing to worry about. 


KKK 


“Papy! Breakfast!” 
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Papyrus might have ignored the call, content with cold leftovers or whatever else he 
could scrounge up, but he wanted to see if Sans’ injury was better yet—and to hold off 
on annoying him with undue laziness while he was recuperating. So he stumbled down 
the stairs. 

“Breakfast tacos?” he asked, dragging himself to the table. 


“Breakfast tacos!” Sans confirmed. His eye socket was still bandaged. 


Papyrus took the proffered taco. Breakfast tacos were usually edible so long as Sans 
chose either sweet or savory and stuck with the theme. “How’s your eye?” 


“Oh... fine. About the same.” 

Papyrus looked up from his taco. “No improvement?” 

“It just needs some time,” said Sans lightly. 

Papyrus frowned. “You should stay home today. No training. No patrols.” 
“| will,” Sans agreed. “I can't go to guard tryouts anyway.” 


“That's today?” Papyrus was alarmed. Sans had been looking forward to this for 
months. 


“Yeah.” 
“Did you ask if—" 


“Alphys already said | would just have to wait for the next one.” Sans’ voice broke a 
little but he pretended it hadn't happened. 


Papyrus opened his mouth to say something comforting, then stopped. If Sans was 
pretending he was fine, would that just rub salt in the wound? But the silence was 
awkward, too. “That's too bad,” he said at last, and focused on his breakfast. 
Sans sighed and nibbled at his own taco. 


“Want me to take off work?” Papyrus suggested as he finished his taco. 


Sans jumped up to take Papyrus’ dish to the sink. “You just want an excuse to lie around 
all day!” he accused. 


“Got me there,” said Papyrus, grinning. 


“Your job is important,” Sans started his usual lecture. “What if a human comes today, 
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and I’m not even doing patrols?” 
“| know, | know. But if you need anything...” 


“Excuses, excuses!” Sans had already washed the dish and returned to his own 
breakfast. “How are the tacos?” he asked, brightening. 


“Excellent as usual. I'd say these are about...your fifth best breakfast tacos.” 
“Oh...” Sans wilted. 


“That's really good, though! You're very stiff competition,” Papyrus backpedaled. He'd 
meant it as a joking kind of compliment. 


“| know! Of course!” Sans said, smiling for a moment. “I just want to achieve ever higher 
heights is all.” 


“You can't set a new personal best in everything every day,” Papyrus started to argue, 
but Sans wilted further. “But there is one world record you keep breaking.” 


“What's that?” 


“Being the coolest brother a skeleton could have.” Papyrus stood and pulled Sans off 
his chair to spin him in a circle. “And future captain of the guard!” 


Sans struck a heroic pose on cue. “Yeah! Someday...” 


Papyrus shouldn't have brought up the guard, not with the tryout fiasco. “Well...| believe 
in you. Call me if you need anything.” He slouched away and took a shortcut to his 
guard station. 


KKK 


The house was sparkling. It was almost always meticulously clean, except for Papyrus’ 
room, but it wasn't unusual for there to be some splattered cooking utensils on the 
kitchen counter or puzzle plans strewn around, at least for a little while, when Sans 
got distracted before he could put everything away. Papyrus had tried to leave fewer 
things lying around while Sans was injured, but he hadn't been perfect. Sans was 
definitely cleaning as usual—but was it more than usual? Papyrus wasn’t home every 
second, but he suspected Sans was spending more time on cleaning and less on his 
usual projects. Even the meals he prepared were less adventurous than they had been, 
rehashing some of his better recipes rather than trying something new. Papyrus wasn't 
complaining about that, to be honest, but it was a concerning sign. 


It had been three days since the accident. Each time Papyrus came home he hoped 
Sans would have healed up enough to remove the bandage, but each time he found 


Sans with a fresh bandage. He’d asked to see the injury, but Sans brushed him off, 
promising to take a monster candy and clear it up by morning. 


Papyrus unilaterally gave himself the afternoon off, determined to figure out how to 
help Sans. He let himself in the front door, quietly but not really sneaking. But when he 
saw the bathroom door was open, he took a shortcut into the doorway. 

Just as he’d hoped, he caught Sans in the middle of changing his bandage, examining 
his eye socket in the mirror. Several chips were missing from the edge, and a small 
crack ran toward the top of his skull. His eyelight was out. Papyrus winced. 

Sans didn’t seem to have heard him, focused on examining the damage and gingerly 
touching the edge. At least it didn’t seem to hurt. His eyelight flared to lite for a 
moment, then guttered out. 

“That looks pretty bad,” Papyrus said, walking up behind him. 

“Papy! What are you doing home?” 

“They gave me the rest of the day off.” 

“Did you ask for it?” 


“Is it getting any better?” Papyrus wouldn't be swayed from the 
subject of Sans’ injury. 


“Yes—a little—maybe. | don't know,” Sans admitted. “I didn’t want 
you to see it.” 


“Why would you have to hide it from me?” 


“It's not getting worse, anyway!” Sans said, brightening and completely dodging the 
question. “I should still keep it covered just to keep it clean. But you go entertain 
yourself and I'll get lunch ready after this!” 


Papyrus could tell he’d been dismissed, but he hesitated to leave. They both knew it 
wasn't a good sign that Sans’ injury wasn’t healing. Papyrus hadn't told the details 
to Undyne yet, but maybe she would have some ideas. That reminded him: “Have you 
talked to Alphys?” 


“Not yet! She's busy with the...new recruits.” Sans couldn't quite maintain his cheerful 
facade. 


“She's gonna be even more angry the longer you don’t tell her.” Papyrus crossed his 
arms and leaned on the door frame. 
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“It'll be healed by the time | see her,” Sans said, fitting a white square of cotton over 
the socket so that it hid all the damage. 


“Has it gotten any better at all?” 

“Yes.” Sans was defiant. “It stopped hurting. Much.” 
“But the crack hasn't gotten any smaller?” 

“It didn't get any bigger either!” 


Papyrus frowned. Of course Sans would look equally cool with a wicked scar, but he 
would miss having two eyelights, if that didn’t get better, and to be perfectly honest 
battle damage wasn't the best look for Sans, especially before he even got into the 
guard. Not to mention that Papyrus would never be able to forgive Alphys. 


“| just,” Sans blurted out, “don’t think—I'm starting to wonder, | mean. If I'll ever get into 
the guard.” 


Papyrus’ sockets widened. Of course that was on Sans’ mind. That was probably the 
entire reason his wound wasn’t healing. “Of course you will,” he said automatically. 


“Will | really?” Sans challenged. “I know Alphys wouldn't have done this on purpose—but 
do you think she was glad of the timing? It was a good excuse to keep me from trying 
out.” 


“She coulda postponed the tryouts. | would have.” 


Sans sighed, turning away from the mirror, bandage affixed in place. “No, everyone 
had already made plans... But do you think—She believes in me, right?” Evidently that 
was a little too much vulnerability, as he added, “The first step in rising through the 
ranks is to impress your superior, after all!” 


“Of course she does,” Papyrus answered without thinking, but even when he took a 
moment to consider it, it was true, wasn't it? Alphys wouldn't spend so much time 
training a monster in whom she didn’t see potential. 


But Sans didn’t seem convinced. “She could have just let me try out anyway. Lots of 
monsters only have one eye.” 


Papyrus had no doubt that Alphys believed in Sans, but he had an unpleasant suspicion 
that Sans might still be right about her being just as glad to have an excuse not to let 
him try out for the guard. “Well,” he said, “never mind her. You gotta believe in yourself, 
right? Nobody else can do that for you.” 


“Yeah, that's right,” Sans agreed with a smile, though it was pained. “I just have to train 


harder.” 


Papyrus thought he'd probably been training plenty hard, but he didn’t think that was 
what Sans wanted to hear. “Yeah, that’s the attitude. You gotta believe in yourself 
before you can expect anyone else to.” 


Sans’ smile faltered, but he patched it up. “Of course. You're right, Papy.” He brushed 
past him on the way out of the bathroom. “I’m gonna start fixing lunch.” 


Papyrus turned his skull to follow him, feeling like he’d said the wrong thing somehow. 
He followed Sans into the kitchen. 


“You don't have to help. | can manage.” 

“| wasn't gonna. | just thought you might wanna talk a little more.” 
“About what?” 

“About the tryouts. You seem pretty broken up.” 


“If that was a pun, it’s in awful taste.” 


Papyrus shrugged, happy that Sans was in a good enough mood to complain about it. 


“But it’s fine,” Sans went on, getting out pots and cooking utensils. “I just have to do 
better next time. It’s not anyone else’s fault.” 


“It’s kinda Alphys’ fault for hitting you.” 


“No, it’s not. Minor injuries happen in training. It was supposed to be healed by now.” 
He wasn't even trying to sound optimistic. 


“Yeah, | am a little concerned about that.” 


“But it’s my own fault for not believing hard enough, right? These things reflect your 
mental state.” 


“That doesn't make it your fault.” 


“You gotta believe in yourself before anyone else can, right? Then there’s an obvious 
reason Alphys wouldn't believe in me.” 


“That's not what | meant.” 


“| know. But it’s true anyway.” 
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“Don't beat yourself up over it, though.” 


“!'m not. But | just—" Sans leaned over the counter. “| don’t know how to believe any 
harder, and if it’s not enough, then—" 


Papyrus stepped closer to lay a hand on Sans’ shoulder. “I believe in you.” 
“| know.” 

There were blue droplets on the counter. 

“| really do.” 

“I’m not doubting that.” 


Papyrus pulled Sans away from the counter. “I think I'd 
like to cook today after all.” 


“What?” 
“You go watch TV or somethin’.” 


“You're not gonna sneak off to Muffet’s and try to pass it 
off as your own cooking, are you?” 


“| would never...do that more than once. Now go on.” Papyrus pushed him gently out of 
the room. 


K*K*K 
“Pancakes? For lunch?” 


“You've heard of breakfast for dinner. Now try breakfast for lunch!” Papyrus drizzled a 
reasonable amount of honey over the plate he’d prepared for Sans. 


“| guess it can't hurt once in a while.” Sans sat at the table, his previous melancholy 
hidden again. 


Papyrus added a less reasonable amount of honey to his own serving, then watched 
Sans carve off a bite of the fluffy golden disks. “Papy!” he said when he was done 


chewing. “I didn't know you were so good at making these!” 


Papyrus gave him a smug grin. “Too bad I’m gonna take my sweet time getting around 
to making them again. Slow as molasses, you might say.” 


Sans rolled his eyelight at the barely passable wordplay but was too busy eating to 


make any further comment. Papyrus ate at a more leisurely pace and was only half 
done when Sans mopped up stray honey with the last piece of pancake. 


“| gotta say, these are even better than the cinnamon puppies!” 
“| was hoping so. How's your eye?” 


“You don't think—? I'll go check. It doesn’t really feel different.” Sans stood to go back 
to the bathroom mirror. 


“You can take it off here. | wanna see too.” 
“But I'll have to rebandage it anyway.” 
“C'mon, | wanna see if it’s better.” 


“All right," Sans relented. “But don’t be disappointed if it hasn't changed much.” He 
peeled off the tape holding the bandage. 


Papyrus squinted as Sans lowered his hand. “Are you sure that’s the right eye? | don’t 
see any cracks.” 


“Technically it’s my left eye.” 
Papyrus chuckled. 


“It can't have healed completely?” Sans ran his fingers over the smooth edge, then 
blinked his left eyelight back into existence. 


“Told you | believe in you.” 


He wasn't able to finish his pancakes for a good few minutes, because Sans practically 
launched himself across the table for a hug, burying his face in Papyrus’ hoodie. 


“Did you know? I'm going to have to share that world record for best brother.” 
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by Cognito 


Sans wiped the beads of sweat off his forehead. He rarely put any effort into anything 
at all, but today was special. 


A human had come to the Underground and freed Monsterkind. Yup. Just like that. A 
big white flash, some short-term amnesia for the few who were lucky enough to witness 
Frisk destroy the barrier, and then Sans, his brother, King Asgore, the former Queen, 
Undyne and Alphys were standing on the edge of Mount Ebott, staring at the sunset. 


Two months later and Sans still had a hard time believing this was really real, and he 
still got emotional from time to time when he would go outside of his Surface house 
and look up to stare at the sky and the whole rainbow of colors it offered: bright blue 

in the middle of the day, dark navy at night and speckled with twinkling stars, pastel 
pink at dawn or burning orange in the twilight. Skygazing at any hour of the day had 
become his favorite activity after reaching the surface, even outshining his beloved nap 
time. 


He was back in the Underground today though, back in his old house in Snowdin to sort 
through all his stuff and separate it into two piles: what he wanted to bring up to his 
new life on the Surface and what he didn't need that could stay underground to collect 
dust. He already missed the sky, but this was just for a few hours, two days tops, just 
long enough for Papyrus and him to look through the house for what they wanted to 
keep. 


Speaking of Papyrus... 


Sans closed the cardboard box he was currently filling with old research papers 
(he hadn't needed them in a few years now but had been thinking of going back to 
science) and stretched before standing up and crossing the hallway to Papyrus’ room. 


“Paps, how's the sorting out going?” He asked as he stepped inside, seeing his brother 
sitting cross-legged in the middle of the room, shoulders hunched over something he 
couldn't see. “Bro?” 


“| broke it,” Papyrus replied in a defeated tone that had Sans quickly cross the room to 
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check on him. 


Papyrus was cradling one of his action figures in his hands, or rather he was holding the 
toy’s right arm in one hand and the rest of its plastic body in the other. Sans sighed. It 
wasn't the first time Papyrus accidentally broke one of those, and he knew how much it 
always upset the taller skeleton. 


“| already packed the glue, so repairs'll have to wait until we're done here,” he gently 
told his brother, putting a reassuring hand on Papyrus’ shoulder. “Just wrap it in bubble 
wrap with the others for now and we'll take care of it later, okay?” 


That didn’t seem to cheer Papyrus much, who just let out a long sigh before putting the 
figure to the side. 


“Maybe | should just leave this one here. | have 
others that are not broken,” he said but that wasn’t 
quite true. All of those figures Sans had found 

in the Waterfall dump so none of them were in 
brand-new conditions to begin with. “Or well. Not 
as broken as this one,” he corrected himself and 
Sans let out a chuckle. “And we don’t have a lot 

of room in the new house, shouldn't take all the 
space with broken old toys.” 


“Hey, now,” Sans held out his palm in the air to 
stop his brother's train of thoughts. “Don't you 
worry about how much space we got upstairs, just take whatever you wanna keep. If 
you wanna keep it all, then we'll keep it all.” 


“Sans, This is the start of a new life for us, we should be reasonable with what we take 
with us in our new home! | don't want to be surrounded by a pile of dirty junk now that 
we're finally on the surface!” Papyrus protested and Sans could see how it was a valid 
point, but that didn’t mean they had to just get rid of everything they had collected 
over the years. 


The shorter skeleton hummed in thought for a moment, before rising to his feet, 
gesturing at his brother to follow him back to his bedroom. 


Sans wasn't a particularly materialistic monster so he had been quick to sort out what 
little possessions he had in his room. Pretty much all of it, save for the larger furniture, 
fit in the two cardboard boxes in the middle of his now empty room. 


Without hesitation, he ripped the tape that was keeping one box close and went 
through the contents before he found what he was looking for. 


“What's this?” Papyrus asked as he sat down next to his brother, taking the old book 
101 


102 


Sans was holding out to him. 

“An old photo album,” Sans replied, urging Papyrus to open it. “You know I've already 
digitized all of our pictures, right? Especially from when we were kids. Well, this book is 
old and ratty, but I’m still taking it with me to the surface.” 


Papyrus stared at Sans, then at the book, then back at Sans, before beaming at him. 


“You're right,” he said simply, then flipped through the pages, chuckling at some of the 
pictures. “NYEH! | remember this one! Oh and that one too!” 


He pointed at a picture that was taken the day the brothers met Alphys, then at 
another photo with Undyne. Sans and the King in his golden flowers garden, for Sans’ 
first day at his new job as the Judge, Sans on a stage for his first show at the MTT 
resort, Sans working on one of his sentry stations (not working ‘at’ the station but merely 
fixing the stall, mind you)... There were a million pictures of Papyrus as well, of course, 
especially baby ones. The tall skeleton even found a picture of the very action figure he 
had just broken moments earlier. 


“| didn't even remember it had a hat!” he 
commented. 


“Oh yeah, it had one but, wait... Didn't it fall 
somewhere?” Sans scratched his chin before 
getting up and back to Papyrus’ room he went. 
“We were all frustrated because we could see 
it but not reach it and- | see it!! Pap, | can see 
it!” 


Sans pointed at a small vent under Papyrus’ 
bed, probably too far for a young kid to reach, 
especially for Sans and his T-rex arms, but 
perfectly reachable for Papyrus, who kneeled 
down in front of his bed and retrieved the dusty hat from the vent. He put it back where 
it belonged on the one-armed figure and beamed at Sans. 


|" 


“| can't believe | almost brought it to the surface without its hat! 


“Was there more in there?” Sans asked as he dropped his skull to the floor to look at the 
vent. 


Papyrus reached under the bed again and pulled out a few things: bent paper clips, 
some tissues, a sock (of course), a jigsaw puzzle piece and something that might've 
been food at some point but definitely wasn’t edible anymore. Sans looked at the 
puzzle piece and racked his lack of brain to figure out which set it came from. They 
went back to Sans’ room and opened the second box where Sans had put the puzzles 


away earlier, spreading the pieces on the floor to find where this lone one could fit. It 
took them some time and they had to put together some parts of the puzzles to find 
out where it fit but they managed to do it. 


Then the brothers decided they should give a shot at checking out all the vents in the 
house, in case something precious had fallen in them too, and before long, they found 
themselves with a collection of dirty knick-knacks, various half-broken toys, and other 
unidentifiable junk. They did find another one of Papyrus’ action figures, under the 
kitchen sink for some reason, and reunited it with its family. They played out the reunion, 
Papyrus handling the newcomer while Sans made the other toys celebrate. 


They went into Sans’ closet and found notebooks from when they were kids, next to 
dusty boxes full of colored pencils that they couldn't resist testing on paper to see if the 
colors were still as vibrant as they remembered. They drew themselves, their house on 
the surface, the annoying dog, bones, an old forgotten paternal figure, flowers, Frisk, 
more bones, the sky, which really was just Sans scribbling all over his sheet with the 
blue pencil. 


They laughed and they had fun, and they played more until harsh reality dawned on 
them in the form of Undyne staring at them in disbelief from their doorstep. 


“| thought you guys were supposed to PUT YOUR STUFF AWAY INTO BOXES, not make 
your living room into a living mess!!” She howled when she saw the state of the skeleton 
brothers’ house: jigsaw pieces everywhere, colored pencils rolling around, paper sheets 
all over the floor, action figures taking over the couch... 


With her ‘help’, they managed to get everything back into boxes, full to the brim with 
memories of their life together in the Underground. 


As true as what Papyrus had said about starting a new life on the surface was, they 
decided it would be fine if they also brought a tiny piece of their underground home 
with them on this new adventure. 
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WE SHOULD'VE BEEN BETTER BROTHERS 


FELLSWAP/ SWAPFELL RED & 


Sans walked the long route back to his home in Snowdin with purpose. Head up, eyes 
straight ahead. He took his steps with military precision, even when he wasn’t fully 
marching. It was subtle, but it dissuaded monsters from talking to him unless there was 
an urgent need. After the day he'd had, anything less than the entire town burning 
down was going to get the unfortunate soul who tried his patience a bone to the face. 


His right shoulder flared in pain with every movement of his arms, but he didn’t stop. 

He couldn't let his usual strong posture shift, especially not because of some silly injury 
he’d gotten while training a new recruit. He had popped his shoulder back in only a few 
seconds after it had been dislocated; it had no right to still be aching hours later. 


On top of the new recruit training today, which lasted 3 hours more than his usual 
shift—with no overtime, of course, it was the duty of the royal guard to help their 
comrades—Papyrus had fucking disappeared. Sans usually didn’t give a shit, but he 

had specifically asked Papyrus to wait for him by the guard post so they could go home 
together. It was the little flexes of authority that cemented his image to the general 
public, they both knew that, and Papyrus was usually the easiest one to flex power 
over. 


When he had gone to finally drag Papyrus’ lazy ass home from his guard outpost, the 
bastard hadn't been there. In fact, he hadn't been at any of his usual smoke spots, or at 
Muffet’s. Sans had spent an extra two hours tromping around Snowdin, pretending that 
he wasn't looking for his stupid fucking brother. 


Luckily, no one except for Muffet seemed to notice something was off. She never 
responded to the veiled threats he made, and today was no different. She just offered 
him a drink with that sickly sweet smile, and said that if Papyrus did stop by later in the 
evening, she’d be sure to send for Sans to pick him up. 


Sans had finally given up. If Papyrus didn’t want to be found, then he wasn’t going to 
bust his ass all night looking. Sans knew that sometimes Papyrus needed space or time 
alone to go spying, but usually he mentioned it beforehand. Whatever, he would just 
chew Papyrus out when he did show up. 
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Sans didn’t allow his expression to relax until he was inside the house with the door 
closed and triple-locked behind him. He heaved a sigh, leaning against the wall and 
lifting up one of his feet. Each of his boots hit the ground with a satisfying thud, after 
which Sans immediately picked them up and put them into their proper place. His 
armour came off next, the plates stacked neatly on their designated shelf, ready for 
him to wear again the next morning. Leaving only his shorts, chain mail, and bodysuit, 
Sans stepped into the living room. 


There was a familiar figure sprawled across the couch. 
“WHAT THE FUCK—" Sans cut himself off as Papyrus curled up. 


The movement was fast and fluid, and only years of practice let Sans pick out the 
separate stages of it. Papyrus’ long legs suddenly went from being fully extended to 
folded up on one seat cushion. He pressed his head in between his knees. His arms 
folded up defensively around his head. His hands were clenched into fists, his knuckles 
sparking with magic as he tried to reign them in. 


His boots and coat sat on the floor next to the couch, a fine coating of grey ash 
covering them. 


When Sans stepped closer, the smell of fresh dust was obvious. Whatever had 
happened, it must have been bad for Papyrus to curl up like that. 


Sans took a slow, deep breath. He took another, counting to ten. He clenched his own 
hands into fists, then released them. He did that three times, then took two more slow 

breaths, mentally counting all the while. The techniques were silly, but at least they still 
worked. Sans relaxed his hands, wincing a bit as his shoulder twinged. 


Sans walked around the couch, and stopped once he was facing Papyrus. “Who do | 
have to kill?” 


Papyrus didn't curl up tighter, but he didn’t open up either. Not a promising sign, but 
Sans pressed on. He didn’t get into the royal guard by being a quitter. 


“Mu—brother, it’s alright. It’s just me. I'm not going to judge you, | just need to know 
what happened so we can stay safe.” 


Papyrus shook his head a bit, his entire body rocking side to side due to his position. 


Sans took another deep breath. “Can you at least look at me? You're injured, aren't 
yout Come on, let me see your face.” 


Sans took a step closer, and Papyrus flinched. Sans gritted his teeth together, turning a 
growl into a sigh. When Papyrus got into this kind of mood, nothing could make him talk. 
Bribing, cursing, and even threats fell on deaf ears. Papyrus had retreated somewhere 


Sans couldn't follow, and now all Sans could do was work to bring him back. 


“I'm going to cook dinner. You can just sit here and be a lazy ass like usual,” Sans said, 
doing his best to keep his tone dry. Anything beyond his usual sarcastic jabs was just 
going to make Papyrus worse. 


Sans picked up the TV remote, and turned on the television. Sound blared from the 
speakers, and bones rattled on the couch. Sans quickly muted it, then set the remote 
down on the edge of the table close to Papyrus. Once the deed was done, Sans 
walked away quickly, not looking back once as he strode into the kitchen. 


The shelves were just as bare as they had been when he'd left that morning. Well, there 
had been no point in going shopping anyways; the supply train to Snowdin was late 
again this week. The only thing that was always plentiful in the town was alcohol, and 
Sans didn’t much care for cooking with it. 


No matter, Sans was used to working with fewer ingredients than his recipe books 
called for. Aside from some stale cereal, they had five mushrooms, three bruised 
tomatoes, an onion, a clove of garlic, and plenty of chilli powder left. The mushrooms 
were on the small side, and Sans looked over his ingredients with a pang of 
disappointment. It would be better if they had some kind of water sausage, or tofu for 
a source of protein. Or even some beans. Cheese, sour cream, lettuce... There wasn't 
much to go inside the taco, let alone on top. 


Sans would have complained to Papyrus, but he doubted he’d get a sympathetic 
listening ear. He might be a royal guard, but he still had to wait for supplies like the rest 
of the town. In the meantime, he’d simply have to make do with what he had. At least 
he had enough ingredients to actually make something this time, instead of silently 
eating whatever he'd found directly out of the box. 


One of the main components of tacos was missing, though. He didn’t have any shells. 
That was going to be a problem. 


As Sans looked through the pantry again, he found something hidden on the top shelf. 
It was so far back that it had almost become one with the wall, but when Sans pulled 
it down he almost yelled with joy. They still had some corn flour! Sans had been certain 
that he’d used up all of it last week, but there was an extra bag there, smaller than the 
one he'd brought home from the store. 


It was just like Papyrus to stash things away for later, no matter how much food they 
had in the house. Sans had scolded him for it before, but they both knew that it 
wouldn't do much. Papyrus had his eccentricities, and one of them was hiding food. At 
least he wasn't putting things in the walls this time; it had taken months to get rid of the 
mice, and a good chunk of Sans’ salary had been spent on traps. 


Sans started with the shells, since the tortilla dough needed to rest before he cooked 
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them. The ingredients were simple, but Sans knew he could make them great. He 
added some chilli powder to the dough mixture, even if the book only called for a bit of 
salt and oil. He liked the kick, and Papyrus had never complained about it. 


No matter how long his day had been, Sans always enjoyed cooking. There was 
something so relaxing about it, especially when he was making a familiar recipe. The 
process of cutting, pulverising, and mixing was a great way for him to work out some 
tension without destroying his practice dummies, and he liked tasting the results and 
comparing them to previous attempts. His own writing covered almost every space 
available in the margins of his cookbooks, and the original page for his taco recipe was 
illegible. 


That was fine, Sans had already memorised the steps by heart. He mixed the dough, 
then sprinkled a bit of flour onto one of the counters. He divided the dough up into 
three normal-sized pieces and one smaller one. It wasn't perfect, but Sans wasn’t 
going back now. 


As he kneaded the dough Sans tilted his head, peeking 
through the kitchen door. Papyrus hadn't moved much, but 
Sans could swear that his head was raised enough to watch 
the TV. Sans turned away, pressing both hands down in the 
centre of one lump of dough. 


He banged the counter a bit harder than before, then winced. 
He didn’t look back at Papyrus, though. He just kept kneading the dough, even as guilt 
burned in his soul. No matter. He just had to make Papyrus the best dinner possible, and 
then the sheer appreciation for the food would bring Papyrus back to his usual self. 


Once each tortilla had been rolled out and left to rest and the oven had been set to 
preheat, Sans had to wait a bit. If he started making the rest of the taco filling before 
baking the shells, then it would be ready far too early. No matter how much he hated 
sitting still, there was nothing for him to do. 


The TV was muted, so he could hear every minute sound—or lack thereof—coming from 
the living room. Papyrus was still catatonic, seemingly immune to what was happening 
in the kitchen. Sans sighed, but he didn't bother trying to goad his brother into coming 
into the kitchen. At least Papyrus was calm this time. 


Sans paced around the kitchen, checked the sink to see if any dirty dishes had 
miraculously appeared, and finally just sat at the kitchen table. 


The moment thirty minutes had gone by, Sans jumped up and went back to his dough. It 
had risen a bit less than usual, but when Sans prodded it the texture felt right. He freed 
the dough, and grabbed his baking tray and his rack. 


A tew Gyftmases ago, Papyrus had somehow found a metal rack which let Sans 


cook tortillas while they were folded into the shape of taco shells. It had really been 
a perfect gift; Sans hated to use store-bought shells since they were expensive and 
always stale, but he loved to eat tacos. His own home-made shells were far superior, 
but they took significantly longer to cook when he had to first cook the tortillas, and 
then bake them a second time in the right shape. 


Papyrus would feel the benefits of his gift tonight. Sans rolled out the dough, then 
carefully laid each of the shells out on the tray. The rack had been made to hold the 
tacos, and while the edges of the bigger ones leaned against each other slightly, it 
was still enough support. Sans opened up the oven and slid the tray in, then pulled off 
his oven mitts. 


Finally, Sans could move on to the filling. He wasn't used to pulling his punches, but he 
forced himself to use less force than usual. He put down the pan instead of slamming 

it, and only left divots on the surface of the cutting board instead of pushing the knife 
halfway into the wood. 


The tomatoes and onion went into the pan first, so they had plenty of time to cook 
together. Sans would add the mushrooms later, since they only needed a few minutes 
to cook fully. Sans stood in front of the stove, not taking his eyes off of the food for a 
second. 


Sans chopped up the mushrooms, making sure to get some decent chunks. He had 
experimented with a few different methods, and he found that Papyrus preferred 
bigger bites over shredded mushrooms. It made the distribution of material in the tacos 
slightly uneven, but that didn’t matter tonight. 


Once the vegetables were sizzling in the pan, Sans cracked open the oven to check 
on the tortillas. They were still a little pale, but they were definitely becoming more 
cooked. There were a few tiny brown spots on their surfaces, and Sans quickly closed 
the oven door so they would grow bigger. 


Perhaps the food didn’t need to be stirred as much as he did it, but Sans didn’t care. 
He needed something to do with his hands, even if it was just the mind-numbing motion 
of pushing food back and forth. The sounds and smells wafting from the kitchen weren't 
enough to tempt Papyrus’ curiosity, but Sans didn’t care about that. It just meant he’d 
be more surprised when Sans brought out such a glorious plate of food. 


Soon, everything was finished cooking. Sans took his fillings off of the stove, and pulled 
the taco shells out of the oven. He tapped one with his finger lightly, and nodded in 
approval. They were firm to the touch, and the perfect golden colour. It was finally time 
to assemble everything. 


Sans put two full-sized taco shells on Papyrus’ plate, while the third full-sized taco sat 
with the smaller one on his own. As much as he hated them, Sans found himself hoping 
that Papyrus would notice and make a short joke. He’d even take a bad pun over 
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silence at this point. 


Sans had already mixed the stuffing together in the pan, so all he really needed to do 
was divide it up properly. Sans put as much as he could into each taco, but the end 
result was only a meagre portion. He just hoped it was enough to fill Papyrus up. He 
added a bit more sauce on top, drizzling it in some abstract patterns. He wasn’t going 
to skimp on the presentation just because today had been a little difficult. He added a 
few extra cilantro leaves to each taco, then wiped the edges of both plates. 


His spices were still on the counter, but he could put them away later. The kitchen 
wasn't horribly messy, and the food would get cold if he stopped to clean now. Sans 
put some glasses of water into his inventory, then picked up the plates. 


Sans lightened his steps as he came back into the living room. Papyrus had shifted 
a bit; his posture was more open now, but not by much. Papyrus met his gaze for a 
moment, then looked down at his own feet. 


“Eat.” Sans put the plate down in front of Papyrus, and set the glass next to it. Then he 
sat down on the couch next to his brother. 


Sans’ skull was turned towards the television, but his eyes stayed on Papyrus. Sans 
picked up one of his tacos and bit into it. Papyrus blinked, turning his head as if he was 
noticing the food for the first time. Sans did his best to stay calm, and act nonchalant 
as he chewed slowly. Papyrus leaned in and picked up one of his tacos, then bit into it 
with a loud crunch. A few pieces of shell fell down onto the plate, but Sans felt himself 
relaxing already. 


Sans took another bite of his taco, chewing normally. It was... decent. Sans could 
definitely taste the missing ingredients, but he had done the best with what he had. 


An NTT special was now playing, but Sans didn’t pay it any mind. He barely even paid 
attention to his food. He watched carefully as Papyrus ate, ready to intervene ina 
second if something went wrong. 


Papyrus ate slower than usual, but at least he was eating. His hands were still a little 
shaky, but the way he was leaning in meant that all of the crumbs fell back on the plate 
instead of on his own shirt. He still seemed a bit off, but that also could have just been 
the exhaustion of going through... whatever he was remembering. Sans didn’t fully 
understand Papyrus’ personal demons, and he knew better than to pry, especially at a 
time like this. 


Neither brother said a word to each other. Sans wasn't afraid to break the silence, 
but it didn’t seem appropriate. Papyrus would speak up when he was ready, and Sans 


wasn't going to push him. He was eating; that was all Sans needed. 


Once Sans was done with his food, he folded his hands in his lap. He curled his fingers 


inwards, so Papyrus couldn't see them. He idly picked at the tips of his gloves, his gaze 
still trained on Papyrus. Papyrus was eating with a bit more enthusiasm now, and Sans 
felt pride at the thought that Papyrus had appreciated his cooking. 


Papyrus finished off his whole plate, and ran his fingers over it to collect the crumbs. 
Sans clenched his teeth as Papyrus licked his fingers, but he didn’t say anything. Well, 
they weren't eating at the table, so he supposed he could let it slide. He would take it 
as a sign that Papyrus enjoyed the meal, rather than bad manners. 


Sans had long since finished his own food, and once Papyrus was done he quickly got 
to work. He stacked his glass on top of his plate, then picked it up. He took Papyrus’ 
plate and glass in his other hand, and stood up. He glanced back at Papyrus, then 
turned to head for the kitchen. 


“Thanks.” 


It was said so quietly that Sans almost didn’t hear the word. He stopped walking and 
tilted his head, but didn't look back at Papyrus. Neither of them were particularly good 
at emotional vulnerability, and he didn’t want to startle his brother. If he mentioned 
something about it not being a problem, would that make Papyrus feel like a burden? 


Sans considered the possible answers he could give, but ultimately, sticking to their 
routine seemed like the best course of action. While some aspects of his routine weren't 
enjoyable, Sans took a certain comfort in their cyclical nature, and Papyrus seemed like 
he could use some of that stability. Besides, Sans didn’t want Papyrus to feel like he 
was condescending or treating him differently. 


“Yes, you should be thanking me. I’m the best cook in this rotten town and you know it,” 
Sans said smugly. He might be laying it on thick, but he couldn't help it. “Take your time 
on the couch now, lazybones, because once my kitchen is spotless, I'll be back here 
again!” 


Sans walked into the kitchen, his soul feeling lighter than before. He was still tired, 
of course, but at least his work hadn't gone unnoticed. Sans would do anything for 
Papyrus regardless, but it was still nice to be appreciated. 


Sans began humming under his breath as he piled dirty dishes in the sink. He’d check in 
on Papyrus later, but it seemed like things were improving, and that was enough to let 
him properly relax while he cleaned the kitchen. The main crisis was averted, so now alll 
that was left was for Sans to keep an eye on Papyrus, and give him the space to pull 
himself back together. 
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TWO AND A CALF MEN @& FARMTALE 


by 
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silverryu25 


It’s a beautiful day outside. Birds are singing, flowers are blooming and on days like this 
lazybone brothers should be working in the field! Not sleeping in late. 

With a huff, Papyrus “gently” kicked the door open and stormed into the said lazybones 
room. 


“Rise and shine brother! Breakfast has been done for a while and you have yet to go 
and tend to the carrot patch!” The tall skeleton followed his words up with a quick tug 
of the blanket burrito he found on his brother's bed. The resulting groan as the burrito 
unraveled and dropped a crumpled pile of bones on the otherwise naked mattress only 
made him huff in reprimand. 


“Five more min'ts paaaaps.” The whiny plead did nothing to deter Papyrus. He leaned 
down and lifted his brother up, giving him a once over. Sans, the absolute gremlin, hung 
limply in his arms, head lolling back and already falling back asleep. This won't do. With 
a tsk, Papyrus put Sans under one arm and lett the room. 


When he got to the kitchen he dropped his boney passenger on the usual stool and 
quickly pushed a hearty breakfast in front of him. A quick look at Sans was enough 

to know the food would mostly stay uneaten... again. Though it wasn't any fault of his 
cooking. Since they started their own farm Papyrus had learned many new recipes 
and could cook some “damn good grub” as Sans would put it, so he was sure the food 
would be good. 


Sans was having another bad day. 


One look at the black smudges below his sockets, the fuzziness of his eyelights and 
the ashy colour of his bones was more than enough to let Papyrus know all he needed. 
It was happening a lot more lately and The Magnificent Papyrus always knew how his 
brother was doing. Even though he didn’t know how to help, not for a lack of trying. 


“Eat up Sans! | have prepared a nutritious breakfast that will definitely help you work 
better today!” He said, trying to keep the worry out of his voice. “Then you can go tend 
to the new carrot patch and | can go to the market to get some more of the wonderful 
eggs | used up for the pancakes.” 


“Heh, sure bro.” Sans mumbled out, his voice rough from sleep. “But do | gotta? Ya know 
| don’t carrot all for work.” 


“Saaaaaans! No puns at the table!” This was followed up with a few enthusiastic 
stomps of his boot, the thumps making the table shake a bit and Sans snicker through 
a bite of his breakfast. “If you continue | will not buy you more ketchup while at the 
market!” 


“What? No! Paps, ya can't do that to me. | will perish without ketchup!” Sans wailed, the 
hand holding his fork dramatically placed on his forehead as the other gripped the shirt 
over his soul, tears gathering at the edge of his sockets. 


“| see you are more than capable of your usual tomfoolery, then you are capable of 
doing your work.” Before Sans could let out another pitiful whine, he continued. “I will 
have no complaints. Eat then go work. | am leaving for the market.” 


With that final statement, Papyrus quickly gave Sans a hug, which he returned with 

a fond chuckle, and left to hurry to the market. The earlier he arrived the bigger the 
choice of goods he could buy would be. Not to mention he had a fair share of their 
own produce to sell today. It was a very bountiful harvest this year. 


Papyrus quickly jumped into the driver's side of his truck and, after a quick check of 
the rearview mirrors, sped out of their little farmstead and down the road to the town. 
The truck wasn't exactly the red racing car he always wished for, but it was sturdy and 
could carry a lot more produce to the market and back. Sans had offered to get him 
that red car when they got to the surface but one thing led to another and they ended 
up buying a farm instead. 


Neither of them was sure how exactly it had happened. One day they were looking 

for a nice house on the surface to call their own, the next they were standing in front 
of a farmhouse surrounded by already growing fields of a few types of fruits and 
vegetables. Sans wasn't too enthusiastic over their new dwelling, but Papyrus couldn't 
stop his bones from rattling in pure delight. He was so happy it was impossible to 
control himself. He knew Sans agreed to them buying the farm mostly to make Papyrus 
happy, it wasn’t the first time Sans did something he didn’t like for his little brother's 
happiness, but Papyrus was sure the farm would do them both good. 


Sans needed a purpose. Papyrus had seen how tired Sans was after they got to the 
surface. He could barely make himself rise out of bed on good days, while on bad ones 
he was impossible to rouse at all. Sans had cut contact with most of his friends, only 
going to Grillby’s once a month. It was... worrying, to say the least. And Papyrus wasn’t 
having it! 


The farm needed constant work and it was bound to help Sans find a reason to get up 
and do something productive every day. And it worked! ... mostly. 
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Sans did get up every day, though not always on time and not without a lot of pushing. 
He would fall asleep during his chores a lot, mostly in warm sunny spots or in the shade 
of a tree on very hot days. Papyrus tended to find him lazing about in hay piles or on 
random tree branches. Once he even found him asleep on the roof of the house! The 
lazybones could really fall asleep anywhere. He was worse than a cat! 


Yet, despite all the naps, Sans never looked rested. The black smudges under his eyes 
grew bigger every day and his movements seemed to grow duller. Even his puns started 
coming up less and less. 


Papyrus was worried but he didn’t know what to do. 


With a slight frown on his usually cheerful face, Papyrus focused back on the task 

at hand as he neared the marketplace he usually visited to sell his produce and get 
anything they didn’t grow on the farm. Mostly, it was different kinds of animal produce 
since their farm only had different kinds of fruits and vegetables. This wasn’t an 
accident, they both agreed to not have any animals on the farm. Sans because (in his 
words) he was “too lazy to take care of anything more alive than a pet rock or a plant” 
and Papyrus because he was away from the farm a lot, visiting the market, his friends 
and other farms to learn more about different crops and recipes for making good use 
of them. 


That's why the first thing he did after unloading his produce and selling it as quickly as 
he could (which was very fast since monster-grown food was very popular), he sped 
toward the animal part of the market. He greeted everyone he passed, most being 
neighbours he knew well enough by now, but didn’t pause for the usual chit chat. He 
wanted to get home faster today because he had a feeling Sans needed the company. 
Unfortunately, luck wasn’t on his side today. 


There was a cattle auction on the market today. It was a pretty rare event on this 
market since the community that lived nearby wasn’t small and usually did cattle trades 
directly. But occasionally, the town decided to organise one just to get people together 
and for anyone who is only starting to be able to get a chance at some good cattle. 
Since it was that rare it always brought a crowd of onlookers and potential buyers. And 
all of them were standing between Papyrus and his query. 


“Excuse me!” Papyrus’ voice rang out to his full volume, but it was still drowned out in 
the murmur of the crowd. “Pardon me! | need to pass. Please let me through!” 


Instead of making his way to the other side of the crowd, he was pushed towards the 
pens holding the calves. The crowd showed no concern for him as he was boxed in 
from all sides, front pressed to one of the pens, as the crowd rushed towards the stage 
where the auction was starting. Not one to get easily discouraged, Papyrus decided to 
wait it out and turned his attention to the occupant of the pen he was pressed onto. 


It was a young calf, mostly black with only its nose, tail and feet white, almost like it 


wore socks. Its fur was matted, unkempt and dirty. Papyrus didn’t know much about 
calves, but the little one didn't look exactly right. Unlike the other calves around, the 
little thing was lying down, completely ignoring everything going around. Papyrus 
wasn't sure what made him do it, but he crouched down to give the calf a better look 
and the moment their eyes met he froze. The poor thing looked so tired, almost broken, 
but what made Papyrus felt his soul syueeze was the moment he realized how much it 
reminded him of Sans on his bad days. Before he could think, he was already pushing 
to the front of the crowd, determined to help this little one. 


He just hoped Sans wouldn't be too mad. 


Sans was mad. 


That was the first time Papyrus saw Sans actually raise his voice since he was a 
babybones. The fight didn’t last long, Sans didn't have the energy for it, but it was the 
most intense one they had in years. Still, as mad as he was, Sans couldn't turn down 
Papyrus when he maxed out his puppy dog eyes and begged for Sans to let the calf 
stay, at least until it was feeling better. He even made Papyrus promise, but he wasn’t 
worried. Because the calf got under Sans’ skin (not a pun!) almost immediately. It was 
hard to tell what did it, but it worked wonders and Papyrus wasn’t one to complain. 


A tew days passed since Papyrus brought the calf home, and he already noticed some 
changes. 


Sans was more active. He got up earlier almost every day since they started taking care 
of the little one. He ate everything Papyrus put on his plate, probably because he was 
expending more energy while running between the fields and the calf. And he actually 
fell asleep every night. 


Papyrus knew that nightmares tended to keep Sans awake at night, he often heard 

the screams as his brother woke up in the dead of night, even comforted him through 
most. But it hasn't happened once since the calf came to the farm. Sans slept deeply, 
too tired from the whole day of work to dream. It was comforting to know that the work 
was actually serving as a distraction, though Papyrus knew it wouldn't be a cure for 
what ailed his brother. It was still a good step in the right direction. 


Even better was the fact they spent more time together. 


Usually, they would both take one part of the farm and work on it separately, making 
sure all the crops had everything they needed to grow well. Sans tended to be lazy 
about his work a lot so he would nap most of the day instead of working, making 
Papyrus check his parts too. This left them little time to spend time together except in 
the evenings and by then they were both too tired to do much more than watch some 
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TV and exchange a few words of banter. Not anymore. 


Sans did his work, making sure the fields were done pretty fast, then went to take 

care of the calf. Papyrus was glad his brother actually took his work seriously for once, 
though he was a bit miffed that Sans could do it so quickly yet still took forever usually. 
He knew his brother was smart and capable, so it made him extra sad to know just how 
little effort he put into anything. Still, he didn’t complain as he didn’t want Sans to know 
he noticed. Better just enjoy the fruits of his luck. 


“Sans! | have the new medicine doctor Sheila prescribed.” Papyrus proudly announced 
as he walked into the little barn they quickly cleared out for the calf. He noticed Sans 
was petting the calf behind the ears as the little one rubbed into his boney hand, 
practically begging for more pets. 


“Thanks, Paps.” Sans smiled at him while continuing to pet the calf. “Put it there, we got 
somethin’ to show ya.” 


“You do? What is it brother?!” Papyrus put the medicine onto the little shelf that was too 
high for the calf to knock over if it managed to get up, which hadn't happened since 
they got it. The poor thing was severely malnourished and neglected and didn’t have 
the strength to stand, let alone walk, but it was smart to be prudent and safe. 


“Close your sockets, bro.” With a wink Sans smiled at Papyrus, mischief plastered all 
over his skull. 


“This better not be one of your japes, Sans!” Papyrus huffed, but still obeyed and closed 
his sockets, smiling at the chuckle his brother let out. 


“No japes, Pap. Not right now at least.” The teasing tone promised a prank in his future 
soon, but Papyrus wasn't too worried. His magnificent self was hard to prank after all! 
There were some shuffling sounds and Papyrus found it hard to keep his sockets closed, 
but with a valiant effort, he succeeded. 

“Kay. Ya can open ‘em, Pap.” Sans’ voice was soft, almost sounding proud, which only 
served to make Papyrus even more curious. Without wasting a second, Papyrus opened 
his sockets, only to feel his eyes comically bulge out at the sight in front of him. 

The calf was standing! 


With a happy squeal, Papyrus grabbed Sans below his arms and spun him around, 
making the smaller skeleton chuckle in surprise and delight. They spun a few times, 
until Sans’ eyelights started spinning, then Papyrus pulled him close and hugged him so 
hard he could hear Sans’ bones creak. All the time he couldn't stop happy sounds from 
spilling out of him. The calf was doing so badly when it first came, but they actually 
managed to nurse it back to health enough to have it standing confidently. 


Papyrus kept Sans in his arms as he looked over the little fluffy thing. It was looking so 


much better. Its legs were a little bit shaky, probably more from the lack of use than 
from any lingering malnourishment, but it looked up at them both with a calm look, no 
trace of the tiredness visible. Sans was telling him about how the calf stood up when 
he came in to give it the usual treat and medicine that morning, but all Papyrus could 
do was take in the fondness in his brother's tone and eyelights as he praised the calf. 
He hadn't seen Sans this enthused since he first saw the stars. Sans had talked his non- 
existent ears off that night just like he was now. It made Papyrus’ soul feel all warm and 
tingly as he continued to hug his brother. 


“lam so happy to see you animated like this brother!” Papyrus couldn't stop himself as 
he hugged Sans tighter. “| don’t know what made you care for our little friend so much, 
but | am thrilled to see it!” 


“Heh, wanna know?” Sans asked, a hint of playfulness in his tone. 
“... Yest” Papyrus cautiously asked. 
“The legs.” 


“The... the legs?” Papyrus couldn't keep the absolute confusion from his voice as he 
pulled back to stare at Sans. 


“Yes.” Sans replied, feigning ignorance of Papyrus’ confusion. Mercifully, he decided to 
elaborate when Papyrus just kept staring at him. “The calf’s legs remind me of you when 
you were a babybones. You had such long wobbly legs too. And you kept tripping over 
them just like our little friend did when he tried walking first.” 


With a groan, Papyrus dropped Sans onto the straw, making his brother laugh as he 
stamped his boot into the soft ground. Their shenanigans made the calf start mooing at 
them, joining in the banter. It was a very loud, but happy day. 


a G & 


Papyrus was tending to the little strawberry patch he had planted recently. It wasn’t 
hard to keep, but he had to make sure there weren't any snails eating away at the 
young fruit or weeds eating up its space. The work was quiet and calming, making it 
easy to lose himself in his inner world. Until a loud shout made him jump in place. 


“Pap! Bro! Come here!” Sans’ voice came from a fair distance, but it was loud enough 
to reach all the way to the other end of the field Papyrus was working on. 


Papyrus whipped his head around, trying to see what was wrong. Was there some 
danger he didn’t sense? But he didn’t see anything. The farm was quiet as usual, only 
the sound of birds, insects and some small wildlife breaking the silence. Still, Sans was 
calling with an unusual sense of urgency so he decided to leave his work and go check 
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what had his usually calm brother so ruffled. 
“Coming!” He yelled back and headed towards Sans’ voice at a trot. 


As he got closer he realized Sans was yelling from the direction of the barn and that 
made him speed up. Hopefully, the calf wasn’t hurt or worse. They had been making 
very good progress with the little one, or well not that little anymore. The calf had 
grown almost double in size and weight since coming to the farm and it made both 
brothers very happy to see it become healthy and develop nicely. But there was always 
a lingering worry that something could go wrong given the calf’s history. 


Papyrus rushed towards the entrance of the barn only to almost barrel over Sans as 

he rushed out, no doubt to yell for Papyrus to hurry. They both tumbled to the ground, 
bruising their coccyx and letting out undignified groans. Unexpectedly, Papyrus was 
the last to recover, Sans already standing in front of him when he gathered his wits. 
Fortunately, one look at Sans made Papyrus relax immediately, knowing there was no 
danger. Before a word passed their teeth, Sans’ eyelights told him everything was okay. 
More than okay, probably. 


Sans was staring at him with stars in his sockets. 


Papyrus can’t remember the last time he saw Sans’ eyelights change shape. His own 
tended to change with more extreme emotions, but Sans’ own didn’t do that. Papyrus 
was almost starstruck (ugh, not a pun!) at the sight. He could feel his own sockets bulge 
out in delighted shock. 


“Come on bro!” Sans didn’t pay his surprise any mind as he dragged him up with an 
undignified “nyeh!” 


They were in the barn so fast, Papyrus wasn’t sure if they walked or had taken a 
shortcut to get in there, but his head was spinning enough that he needed a moment 
to focus. This was completely unlike Sans, he never showed this much energy or 
enthusiasm for anything that wasn't ketchup or star related. And even the stars didn’t 
make him this excited, calming him down more than anything as he lost himself in the 
night's splendour. Yet here Sans was, practically vibrating from excitement. 


“Look Papy!” Sans’ voice was full of glee as he pointed to the stall their little calf was 
in. 


Papyrus blinked a few times then looked at the calf, not sure what to expect and still 
ending up completely shocked. His soul stopped for a moment as he stared in awe at 
the sight. He could feel Sans’ eyelights trained on him, probably happily taking in his 
every reaction, but he couldn't focus on his brother at all with the sight in front of him. 


There it was. Their little calf. Its fur was especially fluffy today, probably due to Sans 
giving it a nice brushing. The white spots almost gleamed with how clean they were, 


giving the illusion that they were shining in contrast to the deep black fur that was 
covering the rest of the calf. But none of that was what stopped his breath. No, the real 
wonder came from the black fur. 


It looked like the night sky. 


There was no other way to describe it. The fur shone with tiny specks that shone and 
glittered like the stars in the night sky. The whole expanse of the calf’s back was 
littered with the shiny glimmers as the calf moved from foot to foot. The sight was 
breathtaking. Papyrus never saw anything like it. It was almost like the darkest night, 
when the moon was hidden and the stars ruled over the sky, descended to the back of 
this unlikely calf. 


“How?” Papyrus’ voice barely crocked out the question as he found it impossible to turn 
his sockets away 


“Heh, would ya be mad if | said magic?” Sans asked back, tone teasing but Papyrus 
was still too entranced to care. He just questioned for a better explanation with a grunt 
and a wave of his hand, making Sans chuckle but mercifully oblige. “I ain't sure bro, but 
it’s probably magic. Ya know how monster-grown food is different? Cause our intent 
and magic tend to seep into the crops we grow’? It’s probably da same thin’ here. The 
calf absorbed magic while we took care a’ it an’ now it's like this.” 


Papyrus only half listened as Sans explained, knowing that his brother was still too 
much of a scientist to leave it at a guess. They'll know more later, but for now it was 
enough to just enjoy the wonderful sight. He smiled as the calf came closer, probably 
curious why they were so loud and happy, and nuzzled into Sans’ neck. The smaller 
skeleton giggled as the wet snout tickled his sensitive vertebrae, but he didn’t push the 
calf back. The sight made an idea spark in Papyrus’ skull. 


“Wanna give it a name?” He blurted out before he could even properly think about it. 


“Huh?” Sans questioned, while he used one hand to defend his neck from the tongue 
now trying to tickle him even more. 


“A name. For the calf.” Papyrus clarified, starting to scratch the calf around the ears, 
making it let out a satistied sound into Sans’ hand. 


They had avoided naming the calf to lessen the risk of getting attached, but Papyrus 
knew it was way too late for that. And he could tell Sans knew it as well. The smaller 
skeleton’s eyelights turned to the calf as he grabbed both sides of its head, looking 
into its eyes. The calf only tried to lick the face right in front of it, not caring for the 
boney cage its head found itself in. Meanwhile, Papyrus held his breath, waiting for his 
brother's decision. They both knew that if they named the calf, it would stay, promise or 
no promise. 
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“Esther.” Sans finally breathed out, voice low but firm. 


“Esther.” Papyrus echoed, letting the name settle in his memory. “It’s a pretty name.” 
“Heh, yeah. Means star.” A smirk spread on his teeth as he looked up at Papyrus to 
catch his reaction. 


“NYEH! Sans! A pun?! Really?!” Papyrus practically screamed, making Esther flinch a 
little, as he threw his hands in the air, exasperation in his every word. 


“Wha’ can | say, bro? She's the star of the show, gotta give her a startlingly fitting 
name.” The puns made Papyrus nyeh even more as steam practically shot out of his ear 
holes. 


Knowing Sans the banter was only starting and all Papyrus could think was how happy 
seeing his brother so lightheartedly joking made him feel. He knew this wouldn't be a 
magic cure to whatever ailed Sans, there would be more bad days and nights to come, 
but it was progress in the right direction. And it would probably end happily for their 
little family. 


They spent the rest of that day and well into the night in the barn stall, cuddled up with 
Esther and talking about everything and anything as the stars shone from the sky and 
their newest family member. 
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by Yastaghr 


“Snow?” 


Papyrus had never seen snow before he got out of the labs, so why would his brother 
have seen it before now? Papyrus truly was kind of silly to think that he would've. Sans 
hadn't even been brave enough to leave the house for an hour yet. Of course, he 
wouldn't have seen snow! 


“Um... Paps? Are you still in there or what?” 


Papyrus shook himself out of his shock. Right. Sans had asked him a question. Yes. 
That question... had he ever asked Papyrus a question before? The scarred, black-clad 
skeleton had to think far too much for someone with a period of time to ponder that 
was less than a year, but in the end, he had to admit that Sans hadn't. His brother had 
never asked him a question before. 


The entire time that Papyrus had known him (over ten months ago!), he’d been doing alll 
the explainings he’d given the other experiment purely based on Sans’ expressions and 

actions. From the moment Papyrus had broken his brother out of that cell to just now... 

Stars, was that a lot of time! 


“Okay, seriously, you're in there still, right?” Sans asked (asked!) nervously. His hands 
were twisting and turning in front of him so much that Papyrus was actually worried 
that the fibers of his mittens would fuse and Papyrus would have to cut the felted 
mess apart with his stiletto heels. “Because there was an experiment that he did to me 
where he kind of moved my... um, me? He moved me into a weird-” 


“I'm still here,” Papyrus interrupted him, angry with himself for doing so while fighting 
the terror that had sprung out of his deep mind like a leaping dog monster at the 
thought of that person doing that experiment on his own self. “And, yes, this cold white 
powder on the ground around us is snow. Have you heard of it before?” 


“| think you said something once, but... No, never mind. You just listed it in all the types 
of weather. It’s a type of weather and a thing?” 


Papyrus was ecstatic. Sans was finally asking him questions, but not just a few- there 
was almost a fountain of the things! There might even be a plethora! Papyrus liked that 
word. He’d read it in the dictionary. It was a boring book, to be sure, but there were so 
many valuable things in there that he'd learned to use that it was worth the tedium. 


“Yes! Not only is “snow” a type of weather and a physical object, but “weather” itself is 
a thing, too!” 


Blinking happened for a while after that statement, and Sans wasn’t the only one doing 
it. Papyrus himself had gotten lost in his own sentence. He couldn't blame Sans for it if 
he'd done it himself! 


“That was confusing,” Sans said, the bland, simply-reporting-the-facts tone of voice 
that scared Papyrus, both when he used it himself and when he heard it from others, 
creeping into Sans’ voice. 


Papyrus hurried to cover it up. 


“The word “thing” is a word for just about any...thing. That word, in itself, helps to 
explain it, doesn’t it? Everything is a thing. It is just an- a substitute word if that makes 
sense. It is a word for you to use when you can’t remember or don't want to use 
another. Does that make sense?” 


Papyrus could not have been prouder of his brother when he heard his answer. It took 
a while to get out of Sans, but that wasn’t surprising. Both of them always ensured that 
they had soaked up the knowledge of a new thing before admitting it. It was a good 
habit to have, after all. You never wanted someone else to catch you out on being 
ignorant down here. It wasn't safe. 


“Yeah, yeah it does. You use it sometimes when referring to an object | haven't seen 
before, right? You'll say, “This thing is...” to start. Right?” Sans asked. Again! He wasn’t 
stopping. Papyrus was so happy right now he could screech, but that might scare Sans 
away from ever doing this again. 


“Yes! | do that, don’t |? | like to be as” loose” as “the crowd” 
here. Not fitting in is dangerous.” 


Sans nodded along to that speech. Papyrus sagged a bit; he 
really shouldn't have expected Sans to call him out on his bad 
slang. Sans wasn’t that brave yet- just asking him questions 
was a huge deal! 


“Good. Now that we have established what a “thing” is, we need to get back to your 
first question, “Snow?” and answer it. “Snow” is a crystalline substance that water 
becomes when it freezes into ice. When spread over a large area by whatever means, 
that substance is called snow. Mostly those means are natural, being the result of a 
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microclimate created within the caves by their size, the natural cycles of water, the 
varying temperatures, and magic. Sometimes, though, they are more monster-induced. 
Ice Wolf, for example, speeds it along with the flow of giant ice cubes he controls. That 
is why he is paid so royally by the royalty here! Did you catch that pun, Sans?” 


“Yup. Nice one, bro.” 


Papyrus smiled. He was subtly training his brother in the art of 
puns so he could more easily diffuse situations in which his IHP 
might put him at risk. Fights were best avoided, on the whole. 
Getting in them was far too risky for his comfort. He and Sans 
might have been trained in the arts of combat by... but it was, 
as “the crowd” would say, “better to be safe than sorry”. After 
all, his brother only had IHP and was a long way away from 
being able to survive by himself. Papyrus should know. He’d 
almost failed to manage it himself. 


Not that he would ever admit that to Sans, of course. He didn’t want his brother to 
suspect that Papyrus might be as flummoxed by all of this as he was. 


“Hey, Papyrus?” Sans nudged him, verbally alone. 


Sans seemed not yet to be brave enough to do it physically. Papyrus did not doubt that 
would, one day, pass. Sans was gaining bravery, day by day, at an incredible rate! 


“Yes, Sans?” Papyrus absentmindedly responded. He was still ranting to himself inside 
about how amazing his brother was. 


Sans’ next question was hardly surprising. He and Papyrus were both conditioned to act 
only with prompting. To any other monster, that would be far more enraging than they 
thought. They didn't realize how much their town had grown to like them. 


“What do we do with snow?” 


Papyrus was practically beaming when he answered, “Well, since you asked, what we 
do with snow is...” 


ARTISTIC BEGINNINGS @ FELLSwar GoL 


Sans closed the door behind him as softly as he could, though the creak of the rusting 
metal door still announced his arrival much louder than he would have liked. The noise 
was sure to awaken his little brother, but it was a necessary evil. Initially, Sans had 
tried to silence the metallic nuisance with a bit of grease he found collected to some 
burger wrappers. However, the one time he had left the door unlocked, he found his 
little brother halfway outside. After that, the hinges remained ungreased, just in case 
certain curious babybones ever tried to make a run for it. 


After fixing the deadbolts and chains in place, Sans turned toward the bunk bed where 
he heard his little brother stirring. Within moments, a little face emerged from the 
blankets of the bottom bed. 


Sans smiled when he saw the little monster rubbing his sleepy sockets with an equally 
small fist, his other arm tightly holding onto the tiny patchwork dog plushie Sans had 
sewn for him. 


“Good morning, Papyrus,” Sans said, striding forward and shifting the grocery bags 
onto one arm. As expected, the babybones raised his arms, gesturing for “uppies”, to 
which Sans obliged. “Did you sleep well?” 


Papyrus yawned before snuggling his face in against Sans’ neck, making the older 
skeleton chuckle. 


Putting away groceries and cooking one-handed had been a bit of an obstacle at first, 
but it was a routine Sans had quickly fallen into since Papyrus usually threw a fit if he 
didn't get his morning cuddles. Sans honestly couldn't begrudge the child that, and the 
extra attention had, admittedly, helped Papyrus after they experienced such a great 
lite upheaval. 


Sans still remembered the day of his mother’s disappearance. He had gone to pick up 
his baby brother from the elite workers’ daycare because he knew his mother would 
be working late. But when he arrived at home, he found that his key wouldn't fit the 
front door. Not only that, but after trying for a few moments, some monster he had 
never met before answered the door. When Sans introduced himself and asked who 
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the person was, they were polite but confused - especially when Sans asked where his 
mother was. It was only after a few minutes that Sans learned this monster not only did 
not know who their mother was, but had apparently been living in Sans’ home for years. 


Now, many monsters would be suspicious of someone coming up, announcing they lived 
in the same house you did for years, but the elephantine monster was also a mother, 
and must have felt pity for a child who was clearly not well. She showed him inside, 
allowing him to look around and see that, indeed, the house clearly belonged to her 
family. 


The growth charts against the wall no longer showed the heights of a teen and 
babybones, but two equal lines for a pair of elephantine twins. 


The photographs on the wall were no longer of a family of three skeletons, but four 
strangers. 


The furniture, the carpets, and even the wallpaper were all different. 
It was as though Sans had stepped into another universe entirely. 


The mother monster suggested she take him to a doctor, but Sans shook his head, 
quickly backing away and leaving as fast as he could. 


Despite being only sixteen himself, he knew that when a person fell into the Queen's 
disrepute, unless they were being specifically used as the focal point of propaganda, 
all traces of them were erased from the public eye. No one was allowed to discuss 
them. Their memory was left to fallow. 


At first, that was initially his fear, but so much of the situation didn’t make sense. No 
housing interior could change that fast without obvious notice. There were no tell-tale 
signs of construction: no smells of fresh paint, carpet, or wood. 


Sans was scared and confused, not sure if he and his brother were in danger from his 
mother courting the Queen’s ire, or if something unnatural was afoot. 


Taking a chance, he decided to go see his mother’s friend Gerson, a retired general 
and former captain of the Royal Guards of New Home. The crotchety old turtle met 
them with confusion but welcomed them, giving Sans his first glimmer of hope. Gerson 
clearly had not heard of the Royal Scientist meeting the Queen's wrath, and he was 
even more surprised about the incident Sans had encountered. The retired general 
was standing, preparing to don his old uniform and roust what he insisted must be 
squatters in Sans’ house, when Sans noticed the photographs on Gerson’s mantle. 


When Gerson retired, there was a picture taken with himself, the Queen, and several 
members of the elite, with the caption: “Congratulations on your retirement!” 


For as long as Sans could remember, his mother had been in the picture, second from 
Gerson/’s left. 


Now, there was only empty space. 


Sans pointed to the picture, asking Gerson to explain. 


But the turtle could not. 


When asked to recall Sans’ mother - not the Royal Scientist, but the person herself - 
Gerson’s words died in his mouth. He struggled to remember under the onslaught of 
Sans’ questioning, holding his head as Papyrus began to cry from sensing both of their 
distress. It was then, for the first time in Sans’ life, he saw a flash of vulnerability on the 
old turtle’s face as he fell back into his chair. 


Even Gerson could not remember their mother. 


After a moment, Gerson shakily stood, telling Sans to help himself to his fridge so his 
little brother would stop crying before stepping away to make a phone call, closing the 
door behind him. For over an hour, Sans could hear the turtle’s voice rise and fall, the 
former general barking inquiries before falling into long periods of silence. 


Finally, the door to his office creaked open, and Gerson returned to the table, shaking 


his head. 


Every single person he questioned recalled the Royal Scientist, but in a way that was as 
though they were describing some un-monsterlike entity rather than a person. 


When questioned about Dr. Wingdings Gaster? 
It was as if Sans’ mother never existed. 
Even Queen Toriel herself could scarcely recall her own trusted confidante. 


Sans and Papyrus stayed at Gerson’s tiny cavern home for a few days while an 
investigation took place, but the only thing uncovered was that there was an 
accident at the Core. That didn’t explain the changes to Sans’ family home, Gerson’s 
photograph, or the smudged name where his mother’s should be on his and Papyrus’ 
birth certificates. 


The craziest part was that Sans and his brother's identities were untouched otherwise. 
They were still sons of the (now former) Royal Scientist, with Sans still enrolled in the 
same school. 


However, their mother’s personal assets all seemed to have disappeared, too. Their 
home belonged to someone else, her investments had ceased to exist. The only thing 
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that remained were two trust funds, but the banks were so ironclad that neither child 
could access them until they turned eighteen. 


All Sans and Papyrus had were the clothes on their backs and what little money Sans 
had in his own small banking account. 


While the old general probably would have let them, there wasn’t really room for two 
growing skeletons to live in the same cave, and the trek to Sans’ school from Waterfall 
and back would have been too much. Sans had no other relatives, and his mother’s 
other friends and coworkers had completely forgotten her. Gerson had suggested 
they apply to become wards of Her Majesty's court, but Sans knew that might lead to 
the two of them being separated. Sans was close to his majority, he was a star pupil 
in both academics and martial arts. Papyrus was a very young child, which normally 
would have made him a prime adoption candidate, but he was in speech therapy and 
required patient care that Sans wasn’t certain other monsters would give. It was a 
harsh world they lived in, and Sans didn’t want Papyrus to become an easy EXP target. 


No, the only choice Sans had was to take care of Papyrus himself. 

Fortunately, because Sans had recently entered the guard academy, he was given 
a stipend to live in cadet housing. Normally, he would have been crammed into the 
barracks with other cadets, but due to his odd circumstances, they allowed him to 


move into the dorm with some of the older cadets. 


Of course, the dorms were little more than glorified tin boxes with a small cubby of a 


bathroom and a living/sleeping area with a small kitchenette, but it was warm and dry. 


The main problem was that all of Sans’ stipend went toward Papyrus’ care and 
therapies, so even with what odd jobs he had, there was barely anything left for more 
than the bare necessities. 


Papyrus, thankfully, was young enough that he wouldn't be upset that Sans could only 
afford to make him a cupcake instead of a whole cake for his birthday. He soon shook 
off his sleepiness as he watched Sans cook, curious eyes roving over the sight before 
him. Little phalanges signed away, sparking a sense of pride in Sans for how easily 
Papyrus seemed to pick up the unspoken language. He chuckled, narrowly pulling 
away a bowl from tiny grabby hands. 


“No, Papyrus,” Sans said, “you can have sweets after your breakfast.” 
Papyrus, of course, was as offended as any newly three-year-old babybones would 
be about not getting to lick the batter bowl, and proceeded to burst into tears. Sans 


could only set aside the bowl and hug his little brother close, who continued to fuss. 


“Now, now, none of that. Besides, | have a surprise for you soon, but you'll have to be 
patient.” 


Sans sat the little skeleton onto his chair, smirking at how fast Papyrus quieted when 
given his favorite food: a roll of black bread shaped into the face of a cat. Sans 
wasn't sure why his little brother actually favored rye rolls since most young monsters 
weren't fond of the slightly sour taste, but Papyrus adored them, especially when Sans 
added faces using raisins or chocolate chips for eyes and noses and slivers of nuts for 
the whiskers. 


Once Papyrus was done with his breakfast, Sans gave him one of the brown paper 
grocery bags and a stub of a pencil. Happily, Papyrus accepted them and began 
doodling away. 


While Papyrus was preoccupied, Sans took the finished cupcake from the pan and 
popped it out, letting it cool while he fished around in a drawer for a candle and 
lighter. When he was done, he glanced over to see Papyrus working on what was 
clearly a caricature of their bunny monster neighbors, albeit with oversized ears nearly 
as tall as their bodies. 


Unfortunately, it was then that the lead on the pencil snapped, leaving Papyrus to tear 
up again. 


Sighing, Sans swooped in and picked up the pencil. “I’m afraid this has reached the 
end otf its lifespan, Papy.” 


This was, of course, the last thing Papyrus wanted to hear, and fat golden drops began 
rolling over his cheekbones. Normally, Sans would have had to find another way to 
calm his brother down and entertain him, since he couldn't always dip into his precious 
few school supplies to entertain his baby brother. 


However, this time, Sans was able to distract Papyrus with two things: a cupcake 
topped with a lit candle, and a little box tied with a bright shiny bow. 


Curious, Papyrus looked between the treat and the box. Sans smiled at him, reaching 
out to wipe away the tears with his thumb. 


“Hey, buddy,” he said, “I know what will cheer you up. How about we open your 
present, hmm? Do you want to open your birthday present?” 


Now, Papyrus was barely old enough to understand what a birthday even meant, 
but he was certainly interested in the present. Sans gave in to tiny grabby hands, 
helping them pull away the brown paper wrapping and the plastic bow, revealing a 
nondescript tin box. 


“Flopsy gave me an empty butterscotch container, but - oh, no, Papyrus! Stop!” 


Papyrus, hearing “butterscotch”, had immediately pulled the tin box over and chomped 
onto it. It was all Sans could do not to laugh at his innocent little brother's distrubed 
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face when the box turned out to taste decidedly not like candy. 
“No, Papyrus, it’s not candy. But! think you'll like what's inside.” 


With very little help, Papyrus prised off the lid, only to look confused. 


Reaching in, he picked up a long black stick before sniffing it - and then trying to eat it. 


This time, Sans did burst out laughing, only narrowly preventing the stick from 
disappearing into a tiny mouth. 


“No, that’s not for eating,” Sans picked up one of the sticks. “Here, watch me!” 

To Papyrus’ surprise, the stick made a nice, thick black line across the brown paper 
wrapping. As if struck by inspiration, he began marking his own paper bag with the 
stick. Instantly, his face lit up, and he started drawing with the black stick. 

Sans, pleased with his little brother's reaction, watched contentedly. 

“Happy birthday—" 

“—Papyrus!” 

Eighteen years later, a much taller skeleton sat at another table, this time in a nice 
house on the Surface. Grinning, he accepted a brightly wrapped box from an older 
but still serenely smiling Sans. 

After thanking his brother with a hug, Papyrus peeled away the wrapping to reveal a 
large wooden box. After popping the hinges, he opened it to reveal an immense art 


kit, full of pencils, crayons, various paint tubes, and, of course, charcoal sticks. 


Happily, Papyrus plucked out one of the sticks, prompting Sans to snort and shake his 
head. 


Papyrus raised a bonebrow before pulling out his little notebook and writing something 
in it with the charcoal. 


“yr 


What's so funny’,” Sans told him, “is that at least you didn’t try to eat it this time.” 


Papyrus looked indignant as his hoodie lettering suddenly morphed to read 
“Embarrassed Guy”. He hastily scribbled in the notebook and shoved it toward Sans. 


Sans, | was THREE, will you let it go already?! 


Sans only reached out to ruffle his brother's hoodie-covered head, earning a squeak of 
protest. 


“Never. | shall be laughing about it until the day | dust. You were just so cute back 
then!” 


Papyrus pulled his hoodie strings, trying to hide his face and grumbling. Sans batted 
his hands away. “Now, now, don't be like that! Especially after all | did for you while 


you were growing up.” 


Papyrus pulled open his hoodie opening, shooting Sans a look before signing, with the 
most deadpanned look, You are more dramatic than a soap opera.. 


Sans threw his hands over his chest with a mock gasp. “I cannot believe my own baby 
brother would call me such a thing!” With as melodramatic of a sigh as he could 
muster, he threw one hand to his forehead. “I think I’m going to faint!” 

Papyrus was clearly unamused. 

Oh, please, I’ve seen you trudge through knee-deep snow, carrying a wounded guard 
over each shoulder while running on three hours of sleep and not passing out. 

Sans burst out laughing, leaving Papyrus to shake his head. After looking over his new 
art kit for a moment, he wrote something else in his notebook and showed it to Sans. 
You're the one who made me love drawing. 

“Did |?” 

Papyrus nodded. 

“Why do you say that?” 

Papyrus wrote more. 

| know we didn’t have much when you started raising me. | ran into Flopsy the other 
day. She told me about how you mentioned money was so tight you couldn't afford 
a gift for me that year, and how you got the idea for the charcoal sticks when you 
knocked the skewers over in her kitchen and nearly set the stove on fire. 

“Excuse you, Papyrus, | was sixteen!” 

Papyrus just grinned. 

Sans narrowed his eyes. “You are not going to let me live this down, are you?” 


Papyrus shook his head cheekily, and Sans could only smirk. 


“Touche, Baby Brother, Touche.” 
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OME  UNDERTALE 


Sans recalled his confusion when he'd first woken up here—half submerged in newly 
fallen snow and looking up at a rock laden sky—with a spike of claustrophobia chased 
quickly by panic as he could barely bring his limbs to move. 


But he didn't have long to spiral out of control, because in the next instant Papyrus had 
found him. There had been a curiosity in his voided sockets as he’d stared down at, 


what had to look like at the time, a skeleton casually lounging on the ground. 


“Wow! Didn't expect to run into another monster out here, or laying under a makeshift 
blanket! Snowdin residents must be really tired all the time!” 


Sans’ mind had instantly gone blank as he’d given him a very slow blink. 

“Snowdin?” 

The taller monster's ecstatic and youthful appearance had contorted into a troubled 
frown. “Yes, the town just beyond the hill you're sleeping on. I’m moving there from 
Hotland today! | was very eager to leave those new conveyor belt puzzles they'd 
installed behind...do you not know where you live?” 


Sans could only stare unseeing at the cave ceiling above. 


Papyrus had taken his silence in with a neutral expression before grinning as if a 100 
watt lightbulb had gone off in his head. 


“Well, | wouldn't be the great Papyrus if | just left a poor contused monster all alone to 
freeze to death! (Bones get cold too!) So why don’t you come with me and we can do 


a friendship over dinner?” 


Sans hadn't had it in him to respond, he hadn't even heard Papyrus’ words or registered 
the sudden bridal carry he was in. 
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He’d been numb. 


It'd taken three days before Sans had returned to himself, and by the time he’d done so 
he'd found himself on a couch staring at a normal house ceiling. 


His ceiling! 


With a jolt Sans had shot up, his body crying out painfully but going ignored as he took 
in the familiar color of his couch and the beloved flatscreen television across from him. 


Somehow, he was home! 


It was a hope that had been quickly and violently dashed when Sans saw it was 
Papyrus who walked out of the kitchen, dressed in a pink apron he was rubbing his 
hands on as he smiled wide and bright. 


“Oh! You're finally awake!” 
Sans had felt his soul drop. 


And he couldn't help it as he broke down sobbing, recounting everything like a broken 
faucet to a worried stranger that had all the grace to kneel in front of him and offer 
soothing words even as his brow pinched in bewilderment at Sans’ ravings. 


When he'd finally calmed down, Papyrus had silently stared at him for a long time 
before placing a gentle hand on his shoulder. “I’m sorry you lost your home, but if you 
want you can share mine.” 


Sans had been lost for words. 


They didn’t know each other, 
Sans was from another world 
and for all Papyrus knew a mad 
man, but still the other skeleton 
sounded as if he believed him, 
as it it didn’t matter. 


It was...really cool of him, 
actually. 


Sans had shaken his skull. 


“| have to get home...find my 
brother.” 


Papyrus had looked away and 


wrung his hands nervously, the gesture drawing Sans’ attention like a magnet. 
“I'm not the smartest monster.” Papyrus mumbled almost shamefully. 


The words sounded so wrong to hear, but he didn’t interrupt as Papyrus continued. “! 
don't think I'll be able to help you find a way back.” 


The air felt stifling, crushing. 


“But,” Papyrus had drawn a deep breath as he faced Sans again with a bright flash of 
his teeth. “Il can be your brother in the meantime, until you leave...if you want?” 


Sans literally couldn't hold back saying the words as tears of awe at this stranger's 
kindness had poured down his cheeks. 


“So cool.” 


Papyrus had blushed, and then as if caught between reluctance and eagerness 
snapped his arms around Sans in a crushing band. 


“Papyrus?” He'd questioned. 


“This is what brothers do, right? Hug each other?” He’d whispered into the top of his 
skull, long phalanges awkwardly carding down Sans’ back in short jittery strokes. 


Despite his suffering Sans had huffed a laugh before returning the shy skeleton’s 
embrace, more confidently and firmly, releasing the pent up tension in Papyrus’ arms 
into something gentler, easy. 


They fell into a rhythm and much to Sans’ astonishment Papyrus had believed him, fully 
and completely. 


It was worrying. 


Sans had made him promise not to tell anyone else his origins and before he knew it he 
had started complimenting him, building his contidence just as he’d done with his own 
sibling. 


It was startlingly easy. Papyrus’ face lighting up, and his shaky voice turning booming 
and sure, it left the same feeling of adoration and pride just as it had back home. 


In turn Papyrus taught him about the underground (trapped by a spell that needed 
souls? depressing), how monsters worked (magic and dust? Seriously?), and also how to 
use magic. 


Sans was apparently very talented at magic, too talented if the look on Papyrus’ face 
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when he’d blasted through a good chunk of the forest with a freaking beast head was 
anything to go by. 


At least he'd thought so until Papyrus formed his own blasters, and walked up into the 
literal sky. 


Sans had chuckled, and stared as he’d wondered why they shared similar attacks. 


Was it because he was a skeleton and the code of this world had chosen to adapt him 
as such, though he didn't meet the same criteria as this world’s monsters? 


Or did it have something to do with how Papyrus lived in his house in this world? 


He’d never gotten an answer to his ruminations but he’d grown a fondness for the 
monster that danced across the sky like an angel, laughing all the while, that day. 


However, Sans never gave up trying to go home. 


He'd gotten a job in the labs, working for Gaster before his untimely trip into the void, 
the loss of which had nearly killed him inside. 


Sans had confessed to Gaster his origins and the Doctor had been kind enough to 
attempt to help him, both out of curiosity and genuine friendship. 


If it hadn't been for him Gaster would've never built the machine that would later rip 
the man from the very fabric of time and space, and that knowledge had kept him up 
at night suffering two major losses in his life. 


San had stewed, let his depression keep him bed bound, until he realised he’d 
forgotten someone else who was now just as equally important to him. 


Papyrus had seemed his usual exuberant self when Sans had finally made it down 

the stairs and into the kitchen, humming away while he decorated the place in messy 
splotches of dough and paste. It wasn’t until Sans called a greeting that Papyrus had 
frozen, immediately turned on his heel and rushed over to embrace the shorter monster 
as he dropped to his knees. 


“Please, don’t do that to me again brother, | missed you.” 


It'd been impossible to keep the tears from running down his cheeks and to keep the 
trembling from his arms as he'd shakenly returned the embrace. 


In that moment he resigned himself and immediately dedicated himself all in the same 
breath. 


He gave up trying to go back, and promised to live for Papyrus instead. 


“My bad bro, never again, promise.” 
Time passed too quickly then. 


Sans got multiple jobs, made friends with the locals as best he could to encourage 
them meeting Papyrus, learned Asgore knew his secret because Gaster had confided in 
him and accepted the offered role of judge—albeit reluctantly (he didn't belong here, 
that didn't mean he had a right to condemn or to offer salvation, it was the opposite 
but what choice did he have really?) and did everything in his power to make his new 
brother happy. 


Sans and Papyrus spent days at the MITT resort once the taller monster had grown a 
fondness for the machine, Sans went dump diving to find things Papyrus would like 

and was always rewarded with one of those soul pressure relieving hugs, and more 

importantly Sans was there during the bad times. 


When Papyrus couldn't keep up his exuberance and the doubts started to weigh heavy 
on him, Sans was there just as 

he'd been for him, offering him hot 
chocolate and a shoulder to lean on 
as he stroked soothing circles into 


his back. 


Sans’ world became easier, his life 
was still a festering wound upon his 
psyche, but he...had his brother at 
the end of the day. 


One of them at least. 

Sans was utterly and completely in 
love with Papyrus’ joy and kindness, 
and he only fell harder the more 
time that passed. 

And now, as Sans stood watching Papyrus put on the most elaborate act for the newly 
fallen human, he could only chuckle remembering all they'd been through together the 


last few years. 


Would he go back if given the chance? Leave this world and all that he had 
experienced in it behind? 


Yes, most definitely yes! 


But... 
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Sans’ eyelights shifted up to the monster that now was his family in every way that 
counted but physically. 


Papyrus, ever the paragon of heroism struck a dramatic pose, his scarf flying in the 
wind while the human dodged bone after bone to the beat of his enthusiastic drum, 


calling encouraging words, some of which he himself had told to him. 


A contradicting question Sans had never wanted to linger on, to contemplate, 
consumed his thoughts. 


Would he be willing to leave Papyrus behind? 
His breath caught. 

Rather somberly, his smile turned genuine. 
mNo; 


Never. 


Sans missed his world, his real brother, but he was home, with Papyrus. 
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“The time has come,” Sans said loftily, the note of grandiosity in his voice giving 
Papyrus some inkling that his brother was about to make yet another life-changing 
decision for him. “For you to enter the workforce and be a productive member of 
society.” 


When Papyrus didn’t immediately erupt with heartfelt praise and thanks for Sans’ 
continued guidance for his wayward life, but instead just sat there blinking owlishly 
up at his older brother, Sans’ sockets narrowed menacingly. Ah, shit—Papyrus hastily 
untolded from the pretzel he had contorted himself into on Sans’ favorite armchair— 
which he knew he'd be getting an earful about later—and cocked his head curiously. 
salle 


Sans sighed irritably and folded his arms over his chest. “Get a job.” Papyrus’ 
disappointment was immediate and vehement. The expression of sheer betrayal on 
his skull had Sans scoffing, one fist over his face to hide his amusement at his little 
brother's theatrics. “Brother, it has been over a year since we integrated into the 
surface. It’s time for you to finish the integration with a job.” 


Papyrus’ response was to promptly flop his lanky body defiantly over the arms of 

the chair. Sans gave an exasperated sigh, but when he reached down to yank his 
recalcitrant brother up out of the chair, Papyrus just flopped harder, turning into dead 
weight. With a hissed obscenity, Sans dumped Papyrus out of the chair onto the carpet, 
where Papyrus promptly resumed his best impression of a lump. 


“Really, Papy, this is ridiculous.” Sans exclaimed, his frustration making him slip into 
using his old childhood nickname for Papyrus—from before Sans had become Captain 
and became stiflingly conscious about them being perceived as soft or weak. “I will not 
tolerate any protests on the matter. Face reality, and for once in your life do something 
for yourself!” 


The younger skeleton watched with peevish eyelights as Sans stormed off. After a 

| few moments of sulking on the floor, though, his expression turned thoughtful. Then, a 
calmchapsart — devious gleam entered his eye, one that would have even Sans feeling trepidation to 

' see. So, Sans wanted him to integrate into the workforce, eh? Papyrus had just the way 
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to do it. 


QB am 


It had been quiet for several days now. While normally, Sans was always desperate for 
peace and quiet—everyone assumed Papyrus was quiet since he never talked, but at 
home he was a constant cacophony of noise with his live streams, video games, and 
music always blaring from his speakers—but the sustained silence was starting to make 
Sans paranoid. So, under the ruse of collecting laundry, he knocked on Papyrus’ door— 
just two sharp raps, too quick for Papy to hide any of his sins—and barged in, looking 
every which way to see...nothing. 


Well, ‘nothing’ wasn’t quite right. There was certainly something in Papyrus’ room, a 
whole lot of somethings. It looked like a laundromat had caught fire and all the clothes 
were hastily evacuated to every corner of his brother's bedroom. No Papyrus in sight, 
though, which was odd. If he wasn’t in here, and not imprinting his ass into Sans’ 
favorite chair, then where...? Oh, he’d better not be at Muffet’s. Sans turned on his 
heel, ready to barge down to the bar, when something about the many piles of clothes 
caught his attention. 


At first glance, he wasn't sure what was bothering him. It was just the usual mess of 
hoodies, socks, shirts...but something just kept niggling at the back of his skull. 

Wait. Wait. His keen eye zeroed in one of the many piles—on top, not only was a t-shirt 
stained with barbeque sauce, but also...scraps of fabric? Sans blinked, looking around 
with renewed focus, and realized to his bewilderment that there were scraps of fabric 
in every corner of the room. Not only that, but a lot of the clothing seemed to have... 
bits taken out of them, like someone had descended upon the room with a maelstrom 
of scissors. Curiouser and curiouser...well. All the more reason to track down that pesky 


brother of his. 


Papyrus was just starting to doze off when there was an absolute racket at the front of 
the store; with a horrible screech of twisting metal and several loud cracks, the front 
door quite literally exploded to reveal his older brother standing there, a triumphant 
grin on his face and his eyelights flashing dangerously. Papyrus sighed. 


“There you are!” Sans crowed. As if Papyrus had made any secrets as to where he was. 
He rolled his eyes, wearily watching as his brother strutted up to the counter, making 
sure his heels clicked loudly on the linoleum flooring. “Now, just what is this all about?” 


With a blank look, Papyrus gestured to the empty shop. “Job,” he said. 


“Is this your idea of sass? | tell you to get a job, you go and open a-a—what is this 
place, anyway?” Sans asked, looking around him for the first time since entering. 


A sly smile spread over Papyrus’ skull. “Tailor.” 


Sans blinked slowly, taking in the haphazard sewing patterns on display, before 
Papyrus’ words finally sank in. His head whipped around so fast his spine cracked, 
and his voice held a rare note of incredulity. “You...opened up a tailor shop?” Papyrus 
nodded, and Sans turned away slowly to survey the displays. His grin grew tighter and 
tighter the further he made his way down the wall with various customer orders that 
were in progress. Gloved hands tightened their clasp behind his back, the leather 
cracking threateningly. 


The sound of the sewing machine brought Sans over to the counter. It took every extra 
inch his heeled boots afforded him, but Sans was just able to peer up over the counter 
to where Papyrus sat hunched over a battered, beaten old sewing machine that looked 
like it had been dragged up out from the Underground dump all the way to the surface. 
Sans squinted, struggling to peer over Papyrus’ shoulder, before he found himself giving 
a scandalous gasp. “What are you doing?!” 


“Sewing.” Papyrus’ voice was just barely able to be heard over the steady sound of the 
machine. 


“That—" Sans choked on his sheer outrage. “That is not sewing! You're just putting a 
line of stitches along that sleeve—It doesn’t even have any functional purpose!” The 
dismissive shrug he got in response only had him seething even more. “You—How dare— 
Where do you get off—" 


There was a pause; Papyrus turned his head just enough to shoot Sans a cheeky look 
over his shoulder, and Sans knew that he was thinking some raunchy joke about his 
favorite spots in the house to hide and ‘get off’. At Sans’ angry hiss, Papyrus hastily 
turned back to his work, giggling quietly to himself. 


Sans’ building lecture was cut short before it could even get off the ground by the 
sound of jingling; the bell above what used to be the door gave a half-hearted tinkle 
as a human woman struggled to pick her way through the wreckage of the front door. 
Papyrus and Sans both watched silently as the poor woman pushed uselessly on the 
door, which didn’t bulge, just jostling the door frame enough to have the bell sadly 
jingling and jangling for a solid minute. Just when Sans’ socket started to twitch at the 
tinny cacophony, the woman gave up and just started to climb over the pile of splinters. 
It took another minute of watching her struggle to make her way over, but eventually 
she stood before the bemused pair of skeletons. 


“'m here—" she abruptly broke off into a coughing fit, hacking up half a lung before 
clearing her throat with an embarrassed flush on her cheeks. “Sorry, got some door dust 
in my lungs. I’m here to pick up my order.” 


For a moment, Sans actually thought Papyrus was going to speak out loud to someone 
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other than him—but no, Papyrus just tapped at the notebook he had laid on the counter 
that read “Ticket?” Ah...Papyrus had come a long way with coming out of his shell since 
they escaped the oppressive Underground, but he still shied away from any contact 
and only spoke out loud when alone with Sans. Still! The fact that Papyrus was making 
eye contact with the human without making a weird face was huge progress. 


While Sans was busy proudly watching Papyrus interact with another person, the 
woman had presented her ticket, and Papyrus had returned the completed order. 
Now the woman was looking down at what could only be loosely described as a pair 
of pants, her face blank as she tried to figure out what Papyrus had done to her poor 
pants. “Um...it was just a hem...” 


Papyrus waggled one pants leg, as if to say “| did!” Both Sans and the woman leaned 
closer to see that, yes, Papyrus had hemmed the cuffs of the leg, but in doing so had 
managed to sew the leg holes shut. Before the woman could give voice to her dismay, 
though, Sans was voicing his own concerns. Loudlly. 


“You—Absolute buffoon! You dunce! | should have known from the very start that you 
would only take such an endeavor with the sole purpose of spiting me!” Sans snatched 
up the pair of pants, shaking it admonishingly at an unflappable Papyrus. “Look at this 
sorry excuse for tailoring! Did you not even consider the shame you would bring upon 
not only you, but me as well with this—this mockery? You!” he barked suddenly at the 
human, who jumped. “Wait right here! | shall right this wrong!” 


Thunderstruck, the human just watched dumbly as Sans stormed past her behind the 
counter, pushing Papyrus out of his way with a huff. Papyrus’ rolling chair went skidding 
over the tile, Papyrus just smiling placidly as he listened to Sans huff and puff over the 
sound of the sewing machine starting up. He waved at the human when she made eye 
contact with him again, but made no move to wheel himself back to the counter or go 
see if Sans needed assistance with anything. Instead, he pulled out a pad of paper and 
started sketching. 


Fortunately, it didn’t take long for Sans to correct Papyrus’ mistake, and redo the simple 
hemming. In just a few minutes, Sans was back at the counter, having regained his 
composure and his usual sharp-toothed grin back in place on his skull. “Your pants,” he 
said grandly, slapping them back down on the counter. “I’m quite sure they are to your 
liking. Now, take your pants and be on your way.” 


“Um, okay. Thank you.” She hesitantly slid her pants out of Sans’ grip; he relinquished 
them easily. Glancing up nervously at his vaguely menacing grin, she tucked the pants 


away in her satchel under his watchful eye. “Well...okay then...bye.” 


“Leaving without paying?” Sans asked. His left socket flashed, and the human shrank 
back. 


Papyrus gave an exasperated huff of his own, sliding past Sans to hand a slip of 


paper to the petrified human. “Already paid,” he murmured to Sans. The older skeleton 
blinked, then realized what Papyrus was handing the human was a receipt—with 
payment dated a day earlier. Ah. His magic dissipated, and he saw the human visibly 
relax. She gave a shaky smile and headed out, bidding them a good day. 


—_ 


Once outside the shop, the human heaved a huge sigh of relief. Though that shorter 
skeleton had an air of genteel civility, there was still a menacing vibe to him that just 
made her nervous. If it weren't for Papyrus and his easygoing, quiet nature offsetting 
that other skeleton’s dangerous aura, she was sure she would have fled without even 
grabbing her pants. Though, she had to admit...that was a fine stitch. 


Oh! There was another slip of paper, tucked into the cuff. She tugged it out, then 
gasped. Oh—it was a sketch! A quick but astonishingly detailed sketch of her standing 
at the counter. Somehow he had made her messy bun look casually elegant, and there 
was just a simple beauty to it that made her look better than any photo filter. What a 
nice touch...she smiled. Despite the chaos and vaguely menacing vibes of that shop, 


she'd definitely go back. 
2 Y 


Unbeknownst to her, Sans was standing by the window of the shop, watching the 
human smile at her pants. His grin relaxed, and his eyelights brightened. With an 
imperious click of his heels, he turned and marched back over to where Papyrus sat 
watching him with an amused slant to his smile. 


“See, Papy,” he said loftily. “That is the satisfaction you get from a job well done.” 
Papyrus said nothing, but slipped another sheet of paper over the counter. With a 
bemused glance, Sans picked it up. It was another sketch of the human, but it was the 
scene Sans had just been watching; the customer standing outside the store, a quiet 
smile on her face as she looked at the clothing (and his secret sketch, though Papyrus 
knew Sans would take all the credit for that smile). Sans stared at the sketch for a long 
moment, in an oddly quiet contemplation. 


“This is quite good.” 


It took a moment for it to sink in. Was that...praise? From Sans? About his art of all 
things? Papyrus stared up at Sans incredulously, unable to believe his nonexistent 
ears. Oblivious to Papyrus’ dumbfounded expression, Sans carefully folded the paper, 
surreptitiously slipping it into the pocket of his uniform jacket. His oddly serene gaze 
wandered about the store, until it fell upon the next project piled up in a haphazard 
lump on the back counter. The beatific smile on Sans’ face immediately soured into a 
disgusted scowl. “What is that?” 


“Fitted jacket.” Papyrus said simply. 
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“And what are those scribbles all over the waist?” 
“measurements?” 


Sans let out a long, aggrieved sigh. “Give that here. Actually, just—just go sit 
somewhere. | shall set things straight.” 


Papyrus watched with a secret smile as Sans immediately set about straightening up 
the mess that was Papyrus’ ‘workspace’. He heard Sans give an especially aggravated 
huff when he found the pile of ‘upcoming orders’, and ducked his head to avoid the 


amusing glare Sans shot his way. 


Alphys tromped along the street, growling to herself. The Captain had better be 
dusting to have made her go through so much trouble to track him down. Sans hadn't 
reported to work in two weeks, just giving vague answers in his texts whenever Alphys 
tried to interrogate him. Something about ‘familial obligations’—as if that crybaby 
Papyrus ever left the house to have any ‘obligations’. Pah! It was very rare that 

Alphys had a reason to chew the Captain out, and truth be told she was relishing the 
opportunity. 


She came to a stop outside the shop where Undyne said a ‘terrifying but immaculately 
dressed skeleton’ had been spotted. The door was a patchwork mess, scraps of wood 
barely held together by more scraps of wood nailed on top. It looked like...a tailor 
shop? Maybe this was where the Captain got all of his stitch-perfect uniforms. 


With a gentle shove, Alphys pushed the door open. The door flew off the hinges and 
crashed against the far wall with a resounding cacophony of noise. “Sans! Where the 
hell are you?!” 


Instead of a battered, dusting skeleton, Alphys was instead greeted by a milling crowd 
of terrified humans and monsters, all staring at her with wide eyes. The monsters 
immediately recognized the only one of them on the same level of danger as the 
infamous Captain of the Royal Guard and instantly proceeded to panic. Ignoring the 
wolf monster doing his best to have the most inconspicuous panic attack, Alphys turned 
her head to catch sight of Papyrus sitting at the counter at the other end of the shop. 


Papyrus barely batted an eye socket at the great angry lizard storming over, but 

the human he was ringing up turned pale and shrank back. Alphys opened her maw 

to demand Sans’ whereabouts, only for Papyrus to hold up one finger in a shushing 
motion. She choked on her outrage, but when Papyrus then proceeded to point behind 
him, she remained silent as she looked over his shoulder and took in a rather...curious 


sight. 


Sans Serif, renowned and feared Captain of the Royal Guard, sat hunched over a 
sewing machine with a mouthful of pins and a ruler tucked into his collar, his brow 
furrowed. His eyelights flashed with the same laser focus normally reserved for cutting 
down his opponents, but his only opponent today appeared to be a herringbone stitch. 
Dexterous phalanges clad in his signature leather gloves worked madly, until finally 
Sans gave his trademark victorious laugh of “MWAHAHAHA!” He rose to his feet, a 
jacket held triumphantly up for all to see the painstaking line work that held multiple 
overlapping pieces together. 


“The custom piece for that sweaty human is complete ahead of schedule,” Sans 
crowed. “I still do not know what a ‘LARP’ is, but | assured the human that | would 
make him a jacket to slay his foes in, and slay he shall! Go ahead and mark his invoice, 
Papyrus!” 


With a wink at a dumbfounded Alphys, Papyrus scribbled a note on said invoice and 
tucked it into the folder labeled “Ready for Pick-Up.” Alphys also noticed the quick 
but detailed sketch that Papyrus slipped into the folder, of an overweight male human 
dressed in resplendent armor—the jacket of which looked awfully similar to the one 
Sans had just finished—slaying a dragon that bore too much of a resemblance to 
Alphys to be coincidental. She glared at Papyrus, who just ducked into his hood and 
pretended not to see her. 


“You'd better not be shoving one of your sketches in there,” Sans warned him. “I keep 
telling you, custom artwork should be an extra charge. Why must you continue to deny 
your own worth? Hon—oh. Hello, lieutenant.” He had finally turned around to see Alphys 
standing there, and if she didn't know any better she could have sworn she saw a flash 
of red over his cheekbones. 


“Captain,” Alphys greeted him, her voice deceptively calm. “Been a while.” 
He cleared his throat, a move uncharacteristic of someone who prided himself on 
composure. “Ah. Has it?” 


“Two weeks, in fact. The men were wondering if you died.” 


To his credit, he at least had the good grace to look a little abashed. “Has it truly been 
two weeks? I...suppose time has flown. Have there been any issues of note in my... 
absence?” 


“Nothing | couldn't handle,” Alphys admitted, with a hint of pride. “Honestly...things have 
been really easy since we got to the Surface. The biggest problem | have is that we're 
all bored out of our minds. Um...have you really been here this whole time? Sewing?” 


“| do quite a bit more than just sewing,” Sans said, offended. “| also embroider, detail, 
hem, fit, and do a rather superior leatherwork, in my humble opinion. How else do you 
think | got the title of ‘Best Dressed’ in the Underground elections?” 
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“Cuz you made that category up,” Alphys muttered. Papyrus snorted, turning his skull 
away to hide his snickering. 


Sans’ socket twitched. “What was that?” 


“| said: | didn’t know you had opened up a tailor shop, Captain.” 

“I didn't,” Sans scofted, gesturing at the blank-faced lanky skeleton sitting beside him 
“This fool decided to be a petulant idiot and opened up this shop in some asinine 
protest, without even stopping to consider how his abominable sewing disaster would 
affect my reputation. How can | lead the Royal Guard, people would say, if | can't even 
teach my little brother how to thread a needle??” 


Alphys shot a bewildered look at Papyrus, who just shrugged nonchalantly. “Would 
people say that?” she asked weakly. 


“Of course they would! So, as always, it fell to me to shape things up. I've been here 
every day, organizing these orders, fixing all of Papyrus’s sewing atrocities building a 
rapport with the community to last for generations, all so that people will see the name 
Sans Serif and know my true—" Sans stopped mid-sentence, his grin frozen on his face 
as realization struck him just as he had started getting himself revved up for another 
monologue. He blinked, then slowly turned to look at his bemused little brother. “You... 
this was your plan from the very start, wasn’t it?” 


Papyrus didn’t answer other than a coy smile. Alphys’ eyes darted between the two 
brothers, struggling to follow as Sans slowly pieced things together out loud. 


“You...knew that you would do an abysmal job at sewing...you knew that if you did badly 
enough to shame me, | would step in and take over but,” Sans continued, his eyelights 
sparking as the true nature of Papyrus’ ruse laid itself bare before him. “You wanted 
me to take over working on the orders. You wanted me to get so caught up that Id 
forget about my other obligations, even the Royal Guard—even though you know how 
important my position is for our family. For us. You...You want me to quit the guard.” 


“Whoa—" Alphys exclaimed. “What? Quit being Captain? Why would you do that?!” 


Sans replied quietly, his voice uncharacteristically muted as he looked at Papyrus with 
renewed respect. “Because...for the first time in my life...’m happy.” 


——t 


“You must think you're pretty clever,” Sans said accusingly as he stood at the front door 
to the shop. 


Papyrus shot him an innocent look that fooled absolutely no one, especially not his 
older brother. 


“Well, keep thinking that!” Sans huffed. “I had been thinking about quitting the Guard 
to pursue my higher purpose for ages—don't think you can take credit for my idea. You 
just messed up my timetable. That's all!” 


Sans unlocked the front door and stormed off to the backroom, still muttering to himself 
about his supposed plans. Ignoring the ranting, Papyrus settled into his usual stool for 
yet another workday, smiling to himself. All in all, he was pretty proud of himself for how 
things had played out. He had known for years of Sans’ secret dream of being a tailor, 
a fashion designer—but the harsh, oppressive nature of the Underground had long 
shattered Sans’ hopes, and he had watched his older brother resign himself to a fate of 
always being the terror of the monster population, the Captain of the Royal Guard who 
struck fear into everyone's hearts. 


But now? Sans was the acclaimed premier designer of the continent, providing the 
most magnificent clothes for humans and monsters alike. Even Queen Toriel had 
commissioned a dress, something Sans had boasted about for weeks. A sparkle had 
returned to his eye, one that Papyrus hadn't seen since they were kids, when Sans 
would excitedly go on about his plans for the future. For the first time since they were 
children, Sans seemed happy. 


It had worked out pretty well for Papyrus as well. He had managed to finesse his way 
into a very low-effort job, one in which he mainly napped at the counter—waking only 
to help customers and whenever Sans burst out of the back. People loved the sketches 
he continued to sneak in with their orders, despite Sans’ exasperated protests. Papyrus 
still struggled to have any meaningful connections with anyone other than his brother... 
but when he saw people's reactions to his personalized doodles, or happily surprised 
reviews on their website...he felt just a little closer to people. 


How’s that for integrating into society? 
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Reset #88 


“Come on, brother,” Papyrus says, hauling Sans to his feet. Sans stumbles as he’s 
removed from his bar stool, his brother's arms the only thing to stop his fall. “Honestly, 
Sans. How many times have | told you not to drink so much? It’s bad for you, and Mister 
Grillby is getting tired of having to call me to come get you.” 


“Sorry, bro,” Sans replies with his biggest grin, unaware of just how sloppy he looks. 
Papyrus hufts as he puts a steadying hand on Sans’ back and guides him forward. 


“Sorry for the trouble!” Papyrus calls behind them to the fire elemental who is polishing 
a glass as he watches them go. “I promise I'll keep a better eye on him!” 


As they exit the warmth of Grillby’s onto the streets of Snowdin, Sans finds the sudden 
onslaught of cold a bit sobering. There’s snow falling from above, covering the town 
in a fresh blanket of white. Their footsteps sully it - Papyrus’ boots and his wide stride 
leaving a trail of purposeful prints behind him, while Sans’ slippered feet more or less 
make drag marks as he struggles to walk home. 


“Did you eat anything?” Papyrus asks as they near their house. 

“Had a shot of ketchup for every shot of whiskey,” Sans tells him. 

“Ketchup is not sustenance,” Papyrus informs him. “Fortunately for you, | had just 
finished making spaghetti when | got the call to come get you, which you WILL eat 
without argument!” 

“No argument from me, Paps. You know | love your spaghetti,” Sans grins. The corners 


of Papyrus’ mouth turn up ever so slightly at the compliment, though he tries to hide it 
because he doesn’t want his brother to think he’s no longer cross with him. 
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Papyrus manages to get him inside and sit him down at the table, wasting no time 
putting a bowl of slightly burnt spaghetti and a glass of water in front of him. There’s 
none of the usual quips or puns from Sans who instead picks up a fork and starts 
shoveling spaghetti into his mouth. Papyrus sits there and watches him, wondering if 
there’s anything more he can do to ease the pain he knows his brother feels than simply 
being there for him when he needs it. 


“Penne for your thoughts, Paps?” Sans says when he catches his brother staring, 
breaking the silence as well as his streak of not punning. 


“| refuse to acknowledge your pun by answering that,” Papyrus responds. Sans chuckles 
and takes another bite of spaghetti. 


“Really, though, what's up? | can tell somethin’s bugging you.” 
“You really want to know?” Papyrus asks. 


“Of course | do. It’s my job as your big brother to make sure my favorite little brother is 
happy.” 


“I'm your only little brother,” Papyrus points out. 


“Exactly, which is why whatever's got you down is going to get my full attention,” Sans 
grins. 


“Alright,” Papyrus starts reluctantly. “I guess you've just, you've been... different lately. 
More troubled. You've been drinking a lot and keeping to yourself, and I’m worried 
about you, that you might do something you'll regret,” he explains. 


“Oh, c'mon Paps! I'm fine! Just got a lot on my mind, you know?” Sans admits. “But 
you've got nothing to worry about. | promise I’m not going to do anything like that.” 


—— tt Et Et Et OP 


Reset #212 


“Sans, dodge!” Sans’ phantom brother calls out from behind him, bringing Sans’ 
attention back to the fight. Sans steps to the side just in time before the human's knife 
can make contact. They let out a grunt of frustration and step back to let Sans take his 
turn. 


He summons a wall of bones which he sends flying one after the other in the human's 
direction. But not a single one makes contact. What they didn’t deflect with their knife 
they simply stepped out of the way of, dodging almost as masterfully as Sans himself. 


“You're going to have to do better than that!” Papyrus tells him. 
“I'm trying!” Sans hisses as the human advances towards him again. 


“With all that LV | thought you’d be more of a challenge than this,” they sneer. “Was 
killing all those monsters worth it? Was killing your brother worth it?” 


(Sans’ mind flashes back to standing there in the snow, his brother's scarf in his hands, 
his dust on his slippers. “I’m sorry, Paps,” he'd cried. “I'm so sorry. | had to.”) 


“Focus brother!” Papyrus demands, once again snapping Sans back to the present. 
Sans steps aside as the human charges him again. 


“What was that about me not being a challenge, kid? Doesn't look like you've hit me 
once,” Sans taunts. He smirks as he sends off another bone attack, making the kid 
stumble, but the smirk fades when they get back to their feet and glare at him with 
determination burning in their eyes. No matter what Sans does, what attack he hits 
them with, they just seem unwilling to quit. Just like so many times before. 


And yet this time it should be different. Sans had padded his LV at every opportunity, 
preying on his friends and other innocent monsters who had once shared a drink with 
him or come to one of his stand up shows at the MTT Resort. People who trusted him. 
People he had betrayed. And among them was his brother, who now urged him on in 
his head to make what Sans had done mean something. 


“Again, Sans!" Papyrus says. “That one lowered their HP!” A CHECK shows Papyrus is 
right, but just barely. With LV like theirs, it was going to take a lot more than making 
them stumble to win this fight, but with LV like Sans’, it shouldn't be a problem. And 

yet another near miss of their knife leaves Sans wondering if everything he'd done 

had been a mistake. The kid pulls a spider donut out of their inventory and shoves it in 
their mouth, and another CHECK by Sans shows him it had been enough to heal all the 
damage he had dealt. 


“Nothing | do is enough!” Sans bewails. “They just keep getting back up and healing!” 


“Then try harder\” Papyrus tells him. “Use your blasters! If they were enough to kill me 
then they're enough to do some real damage to them!” 


(And then Sans is back in that moment again - his blaster charging behind him as his 
brother kneels before him, Papyrus’ face stoic as he tells Sans that it’s okay, that he 
understands, and urges him on to unleash the attack.) 


Just like he did to his brother, Sans sends his blaster’s beam directly at the kid. But 
unlike his brother, they dodge it, albeit narrowly. 
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“Again!” Papyrus urges him, growling “And don’t miss this 
time!” 


Again, he unleashes the blaster. Again the human 
dodges it. 


Sans is frustrated, and he’s tired. So, so tired. But the 
kid seems poised as ever, their knife at the ready, 
taking another swipe at Sans. He has half a mind to 
let them connect just to end this. 


“| can't do it, Paps,” Sans mutters. “I can't defeat 
them. After everything | did to get here it still wasn’t 
enough.” 


“You're telling me that Sans the Skeleton, the great 

killer of the Underground, can’t put a child in their 

place?” Papyrus gibes. “After everything you did, 

you're just going to give up when you're so close to finally killing them?" 


The human takes their turn while Sans seems distracted, managing to nick Sans enough 
to cut through his shirt and leave a shallow divot across his sternum. Sans stumbles and 


lands with one knee on the ground. He hangs his head and lets out a tired sigh. 


“| can't do it anymore,” he laments to his brother who he knows only lives in his head 
now. ‘I'm so tired, bro.” 


“So you killed me for nothing?” Papyrus roars. 


“Yes,” Sans admits. “I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, Paps. | should have known I'd never be strong 
enough.” 


“I'm not letting you give up!" 

“Please, Papyrus,” Sans begs. “Please just let me be done. | want it to be over.” 

“No!” Papyrus shouts. “Get up and keep going!” 

Sans reluctantly staggers to his feet, gritting his teeth, the red and cyan of his eyelights 
glowing boldly when they land on the child who stands before him smirking, twirling 
their knife around like it’s some sort of toy baton. 

“What was that about not hitting you?” they taunt with a smirk. Sans summons another 
bone attack, this time alternating orange and blue bones but the kid knows exactly 


when to stay still and when to move. Of course they do. After all these resets, they 
probably have Sans’ attacks memorized. 


The human advances again, knife extended in front of them. This time Sans doesn't 
quite make it out of the way in time, and is left with another cut across the sternum. 


“You can do this, brother. | believe in you!” Papyrus calls out. “Another blaster!” 
Sans summons a blaster but doesn't charge it. He’s just so tired. 
“Papyrus,” Sans says quietly. “I just want to be with you. Please.” 


For the first time in as long as he can remember, Papyrus is quiet. There’s no voice in 
Sans’ head urging him on, or reminding him what he’s done. 


“You gonna hit me with that blaster or are you just going to stand there doing nothing 
like the worthless monster you are?” The human questions. 


“Please, Paps. Let me give up.” 

“That's... really what you want?” Papyrus asks. 

“After what | did, it’s what | deserve,” Sans states. 

“| disagree. You did what you had to do. But if you're sure about this...” 


“I've never been so sure of anything in my life. | just want this all to end,” Sans tells his 
brother. 


“Then call off your blaster,” Papyrus instructs him. With a wave of his hand, Sans’ blaster 
crumbles. He pulls his hood down off his head then shoves his hand in his pockets and 
takes a step back. 


“Wow,” the human scoffs. “You're even more pathetic than | thought you were.” 


“You know what, kiddo? You're right,” Sans says with a grin. “All those jokes I’ve told in 
my life and it turns out I'm the biggest joke of all.” 


“So that’s it? You're just giving up?” 


“Yup. Go ahead and hit me. | won't dodge it this time,” Sans informs them. The human 
eyes him dubiously. 


“| don't trust you,” they say. 


“Go ahead and CHECK me then,” Sans shrugs. A moment later Sans feels a CHECK 
bounce off him. 
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LV 19 

HP 74/92 

*Doesn’t want to fight anymore. 


Sans looks over his shoulder to where Papyrus is hovering. Papyrus smiles a pained 
smile down at him, and Sans smiles back, whispering “I'm comin’, Paps” as the human 
drives their knife straight into his chest. 


“So that's it,” the human says, mostly to themselves. “After all this time.” 


Sans falls to his knees, and reaches a hand up to feel the marrow that's dripping out of 
him. He looks up at the human and grins. “Heh. Thanks, kid,” he says to them. 


“Pathetic,” the human scoffs. 


“At least I’m not gonna be alone anymore. Not like you,” 
Sans tells them, his voice weak. 


Sans feels his bones start to crumble as his SOUL sputters 
out, then moments later is nothing more than a pile of 
dust on the Judgment Hall's floor. The human stands 
there, staring at the sullied ground. They're no stranger to 
dust, but something about seeing Sans’ dust leaves them 


rattled, especially after what he'd said. They never expected it to end 
like this. They never expected to actually be alone. 


They stand there quietly for a while, catching their breath and staring at the floor 
below them. What they don’t see is the memory of Sans that still lingers become a 


phantom just like his brother, the two of them embracing as they're reunited after all 
this time apart. 


“I've missed you, brother,” Papyrus says. 


“Missed you, too, Paps,” Sans replies as tears start flowing. 
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Sans stood in front of the kitchen cabinet with a lost expression, his lone blood red 
eyelight quivering as he looked at the empty cupboard, one of his hands hooked in 
his dead eye socket while the other flexed around a rusty and slightly dusty ax, as if it 
wasn't used in a while. 


“Sans? What are you doing? Put that down.” 


Papyrus came into the kitchen and tore the ax out of Sans’ hand, his sharp, uneven 
teeth stretched in a worried frown, “Sans, do you remember where you are?” The tall 
skeleton asked, yanking the hand out of Sans’ eye socket and slapping it away when it 
tried to rise to his cracked skull to tug on the jagged edges of the old injury. 


“Boss... Home? No food... need to hunt... to kill..." He had to be right, that was life after 
all. 


Kill or be killed. Devour or be devoured. 


Papyrus huffed, “Yes, you are home, but not underground. Look out of the window.” He 
ordered harshly, tugging his red scarf more firmly around his throat. 


Sans slowly shuffled towards the window and froze there, his eye slowly moving in 
different directions as if absorbing the sight for the first time all over again. The 
window in the kitchen wasn’t showing snowy pine trees of Snowdin but instead a 

back garden filled with vegetable patches, surrounded by a white fence. And the sun, 
shining brightly from a high point of the sky with wispy clouds moving across it slowly in 
the spring wind. 


“The surface... safe...” Sans finally spoke and looked towards Papyrus who was 
reheating leftover lasagne. 


The tall skeleton nodded and crossed his arms across his chest, “Yes, we are still on 
the surface and it’s grocery shopping day. No need to kill, we have enough money and 
resources to get food without slaughter.” He said firmly, not wanting to leave room for 
any misconceptions. 


Sans relaxed, his shoulders dropping and his eye light stabilizing as his magic settled. 
They were sate, Boss was safe... no, not boss. Papyrus, his brother. Sate, no need for 
Boss, they can be family all the time now, not only in the safety of their home. 


Papyrus led Sans to the table and put a plate of steaming lasagne in front of him, “Eat, 
after breakfast we are going to buy groceries for the week.” He said slowly, gentling 
his tone as much as his high pitch allowed him. Sans nodded and looked at his brother, 
only starting to eat once he noticed the same plate in front of him. They may be safe 
but certain habits die hard and making sure Papyrus was fed was not going to change 
anytime soon. 


Sans smiled, listening to Papyrus tell him their plan for the whole day, motioning wildly 
with the hand that wasn’t burdened with the cutlery. 
His brother was so cool. 


_— 


Once they were done shopping and all the groceries were meticulously put in the 
proper places, Sans found himself lost as to what to do with himself now. There 

was no patrolling or hunting that needed to be done to ensure their survival. There 
were no obligatory therapy sessions scheduled that he would need to suffer through 
while answering complicated questions about his feelings and past that he barely 
remembered. Cooking and cleaning was done by the Boss... not boss, don't be an idiot 
Sans. 


The short skeleton shrunk into his fluffy jacket, and held back a growl at his own 
stupidity. He was constantly going back, unable to stick to what he should do. He can't 
tuck it up, Papyrus deserves better than to be stuck with a brother who can’t even keep 
his wits together. 


“Sans!” Papyrus stood in front of his older brother with a scowl on his face and worry 
clear in his eyes, “You were speaking out loud again, | do not want you to speak about 
yourself like that.” He demanded with an air of finality. Sans may not be perfect but he 
was his brother, one that sacrificed his brilliant mind when Undyne struck him and he 
wouldn't have him any other way. 


He still couldn't get over how his friend could sink so low as to strike someone when 
their back was turned, foregoing any notion of honor. 


Sans sagged and let Papyrus lead him to the couch where he sunk into the worn out 
pillows with a small groan. He didn’t even realize how tired and achy he was until he 
sat down but... if he didn’t realize... Sans looked at Papyrus with his eye light shrunken 
in thought, the other not moving as his brother worked through whatever his mind came 
up with just now. 
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“Paps... sit down...” Sans spoke slowly, patting the spot next to him on the couch. After 
all if he didn't notice how achy he was, then Papyrus wouldn't either, or he was ignoring 
it which was worse. The doctors... the doctors said something about his bones, about 
his accelerated growth... he wasn't supposed to stand too long and overexert his spine. 


Sans couldn't remember the medical terms they used but that he could remember 
clearly. 


Papyrus let out a put upon sigh but still sat down, inadvertently letting out a groan 

of relief as the strain on his spine let up. Before he could ask Sans was passing him 
the remote, both of them looking over the channels slowly. They could appreciate the 
beauty and convenience of having more than one channel that constantly showed 
executions over imagined treason or the robot juggling with chainsaws. 


Honestly, Papyrus was in the mood to watch a cooking show. They were always 
interesting and put him in the mood to try something new, even if they had to avoid 
certain food groups while their bodies recovered from near starvation, but... but he 
paused when he came across a science channel showing some program about the 
universe, stars filling the screen as the narrator droned on about their life cycles. 


For him it wasn’t anything special, but one look at Sans showed that, despite the spotty 
memory, his love and passion for what the vast universe hid from them still remained 
and held on strong. 


His brother was practically on the edge of his seat in his eagerness, his eye blown out 
wide and a natural smile stretched over his face as the screen showed a black hole 
changing into a supernova. Papyrus quietly and with as little movement as he could 
put the remote down and relaxed on the couch. He didn't want to startle Sans out 

of his reverie; it would end up with panic on the best days or aggression, followed 

by heartfelt apology and self deprecation on the worst days. Papyrus didn’t see that 
expression often anymore, and as much as he would pretend to be annoyed by the 
string of space related puns that will fill their conversations for the next few days, he 
was glad to see that at least some parts of his old brother remained after the attack. 


Besides, space puns can’t be worse than his bloody dark humor he adapted to when 
the Underground turned towards the worst possible outcome it could. 


Sans was home first for once, his boss letting him leave work faster today and he was 
now in a one-eyed staring contest with his brother's furry beast. 


Doomfanger was sitting on the counter and somehow not blinking as Sans tried to 

figure out what to do. In the underground, he would always argue with Boss about not 
wasting food on that furball, more concerned about feeding Papyrus than some extra 
ExP. And yet, he pretended to not know that Boss would give him any scraps he could. 


Right now the cat was groomed, pure white instead of the gray color his fur would 
become from walking in the dusty snow of the Underground. He looked healthy and 
not thin like a stick under the fluffy fur. If not for the scar over his eye that matched the 
boss’, he would look like any normal cat. 


As for the reason for their staring match, Sans just walked in on the cat trying to break 
into the cupboard where Papyrus was keeping the beast’s food. Despite the crime of 
trying to sneak food, the cat was unperturbed... it annoyed Sans how this dumb cat 
got over his food issues faster than he did. What does it mean that Sans was still wary 
about their food running low when the cat was just calmly waiting for his next meal 
with the full certainty that Papyrus won't let him go hungry? 


Was he that stupid, or was he just reading too much into it? 


He jolted when the cat let out a loud yowl, tearing him from his spiraling thoughts. 

He blinked and looked closer to find the beast was slowly pushing a wet food packet 
closer to the edge of the counter as if to make him notice it. He grabbed it and looked 
at Doomfanger’s bowl, frowning in thought. 


They weren't in the Underground anymore. They had plenty of food and separate food 
for the cat... it wasn't wasting food if he fed the cat. He kneeled in front of the bowl 
and tore the packet of food open, his eye shifting to the cat at the soft thump as it 
jumped down from the counter and was now waiting patiently until he finished the 


deed. 


Sans slowly squeezed the packet into the bowl and got up with a groan as the 
movement strained on his bones. Doomfanger meowed at him as if in thanks or just 
rebuking him for taking so long to give him food... the cheeky little furball, and then 
moved to eat. Sans huffed, and after getting rid of the empty packet, moved to the 
living room. He sat on the couch and stared into the distance with unseeing eye light, 
not knowing what to do with himself now. It was still at least an hour before Papyrus 
would be home after work, longer if he made any stops on the way. 


Before he could make any decision Doomfanger was on his lap, curled in a ball, purring 
quietly. Careful of his claws, he moved his fingers through the white fur and relaxed, 
melting into the couch as his eye light fuzzed out. As the tension melted out of him he 
started to doze off, snoring softly. 


This was how they were found by Papyrus later, the tall skeleton smiling at his brother 
whose hand was limply laying on napping Doomfanger. He quietly approached and 
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pulled a blanket around Sans’ shoulders, happy that they seemed to get along for once 
in their lives. He rubbed Sans’ skull gently, keeping well away from the jagged edges of 
his injury and straightened back up, heading towards the kitchen to start on dinner. 


— 


Sans was trailing behind Papyrus as the other briskly walked through the farm shop, 
looking for seedlings of another vegetable he wanted to plant in their little garden 
when something caught his eye. He didn’t even realize he had stopped following 
Papyrus, instead standing frozen in place until he just wasn’t, heading towards his 
goal... 


Papyrus finally found what he was looking for and after grabbing several little pots of 
the seedlings he turned to face Sans and ask him to help him carry them only to realize 
he was alone, Sans nowhere in sight. He stomped on the panic that tried to raise, 
reassuring himself that there were no screams of panic to be heard which meant Sans 
didn’t turn violent on anyone. He started retracting his steps, weaving between all of 
the alleys he walked past, trying to stop all the possible dark scenarios from flooding 
his mind. He practically melted with relief when he saw Sans standing in front of some 
wooden crate. 


He approached him, on purpose making his steps loud since Sans doesn’t deal well with 
surprises and paused next to him, blinking slowly in surprise at what caught his brother's 


attention so intensely... 
Chickens. 


It was a deep crate filled with little chicks, ranging from yellow little balls of fluff 
down to some black little chickens stumbling around in the hay. Papyrus had to admit 
they looked cute but Sans was never so inclined as to be interested in something just 
because of its cuteness. 


“Sans, are you alright?” Papyrus asked with a carefully measured tone, not wanting to 
be too loud and scare the birds. 


Sans blinked as if torn out of a trance and looked at Papyrus with a sheepish 
expression, “It’s nothing, did you find the greens?” He asked, pushing his hands in the 
pockets of his burly jacket, curling his shoulders in on himself. 


Papyrus recognized it as a clear message of, ‘Something is definitely the matter 
but | don’t want to tell and cause you trouble, Boss.’ that he so often saw in the 


Underground. 


He looked at the chickens again and hummed to himself, “Adult chickens lay eggs... 


that would be a constant source of food. We should get two or three and make a 
chicken coop in our garden.” He mused, smiling when Sans looked at him with thinly 
veiled hope. Knowing he made the right call, he found a worker of the store. With their 
advice they gathered everything they needed for the chicken coop and chose three 
chicks. 


The box with them was cradled in Sans’ hands carefully, his eye blown out and fuzzy at 
the edges with affection he already felt towards the little birds. 


Putting up the chicken coop took a lot of effort and made Papyrus’ spine ache 
something fierce. It also took away the space for any future vegetable patches he 
would do in that part of the garden but... 


Seeing Sans smile as he sat on the ground with the little chicks chirping in his lap, 
pecking at the seeds he had in his hand, the other petting the little birds carefully... it 
was worth everything and more. 


The two of them were at home with nothing to do, some holiday meaning they were 
off work. Sans could see how restless Papyrus was but the garden was already 
immaculate, the chickens and cat fed already, the house spotless and... Papyrus was 
almost ready to implode with the energy. 


Sans wracked his brain for a way to help him get that energy out that didn’t end up 
with Papyrus exercising to the point of his spine aching so harshly that he needed 
painkillers. He looked towards the kitchen and hummed, “Hey, Pap... | feel like cooking, 
can you help me? So I... don’t forget about stuff and burn anything...” He said with a 
sheepish smile. 


Apparently it was the right decision as Papyrus got up with an eager grin, “Of course 
brother, what do you have in mind?” 


“Uhm...” Dang, he didn’t think that far, stupid, “I think something sweet but salty too...” 
He said with a shrug, “Nothing certain comes to mind.” 


Papyrus hummed and went to the kitchen to sort through his cooking notebook, filled 
with his favorite recipes. He writes them down regularly, as it is preferable to him over 


having them spread out in several books. 


“We can make salted caramel and then make some desserts with it... maybe a 
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cheesecake?” Papyrus finally decided and looked at Sans who nodded in agreement. 


“What should | do, head chief Papyrus?” Sans asked with a grin, earning himself a scoff 
from Papyrus even as his cheeks gained a red blush, his chest puffing up with pride at 
the title. 


“| will make the caramel, you can start on the crust for the cheesecake.” Papyrus said 
patiently, giving Sans the ingredients and measuring cups, putting his notebook next to 
it all, “Take your time and call for me if you need help. Mix everything well.” 


Sans nodded and thanked the Angel that Papyrus writing was as always clear. 
Especially compared to his therapist who gave him a headache when he tried to read 
their spindly handwriting. 


He measured all the ingredients and put them in the bowl to then start mixing it with 
a wooden spoon, his eye moving towards Papyrus who stood by the stove, mixing 
something vigorously in a pot, the soft hum coming from him soothing Sans’ soul. 


When he looked back to the bowl he found it full with a mostly smooth, slightly yellow 
goop, “I think I’m done.” He called and waited as Papyrus put the heat out and walked 
to him, inspecting his work with keen eyes to then smile. 


“You did well, brother. We can now put it in the pan and bake.” Papyrus said and 
distractedly started to look for the pan within the things on the table. Sans looked at 
his hands and noticed them covered in flour, a smirk appearing on his face as his lone 
eye shifted towards Papyrus’ black apron with ‘KISS THE CHIEF’ written on it. 


“Hey, Pap. Look...” He started with a grin, smearing the flour on the apron, “I’m dusty.” 
He finished with a cackle, his golden tooth glinting in the light. He could see how 
Papyrus was trying to stop himself from smiling, which was always a success in his 


books. 


“That was in bad taste, brother.” Papyrus said with a tight throat, a clear sign of 
keeping a snort of laughter down, another win for Sans. 


The shorter skeleton leaned forward, his red eye fuzzy with amusement, “I bet your taste 
is more refined then... consider me flour-ed.” Sans said with his eye crinkling from his 
wide smile. 

Papyrus covered his face when a quiet, “Nyeheheh...” Slipped past his teeth, looking 

at Sans when he recovered his composure with a twitching, fake grimace, “Not funny, 
Sans.” 


“If you say so...” He hummed, passing a pan over to Papyrus. 


The next few hours were filled with Sans’ puns and Papyrus’ hesitant laughter... and if 


their cheesecake ended up slightly burnt and more salty than sweet, neither of them 


cared. 


Sans sagged tiredly in his seat. He was tired, both mentally and physically, as always 
after a session with his therapist. They talked about his relationship with Paps... how he 
sometimes felt like a burden to his younger brother. 


Papyrus was amazing, strong, self reliant. He could survive on his own easily, compared 
to Sans who still had lapses in memory, fought with his need to hoard food and barely 
had energy for his part-time job, his PhD laying forgotten and gathering dust in a 
drawer. His brother was forced to take care of him in the Underground, keeping his 
free LV ass alive by any means necessary and after the fish bitch cracked his skull he 
was even more helpless, a dead man walking, which is a lot when you are already a 
skeleton. 


And this fucking crook of a doctor said he should talk with his brother about his 
feelings? 


Sans and Papyrus didn’t talk ‘feelings’. In the Underground there was no space for 

any mushy bullshit, not when everyone was starving and out for each other's throat. 
Even after they reached the Surface they just continued as they did, just less feral and 
with food stocked in their pantry. They never talked about their relationship, they were 
brothers and they just rolled with what they got from the fates. 


Still, Sans shuffled his feet and headed downstairs, knowing that Papyrus would be 
there to pick him up, as after all of his sessions... because of course he had to sacrifice 
his free time to pick up his useless lazy brother. 


“Hello, Sans.” Papyrus said as the shorter skeleton entered the vehicle, frowning at 
how much more morose Sans seemed, “Are you alright?” He asked with thinly veiled 
concern. 


Sans shrugged and let his head rest against the window, “Never been better, bro. Let's 
just go home.” He muttered, his eyes closing. He just really wanted a nap, something 

in this universe had to hate him because otherwise why would he forget that he was 
indeed on the Surface every other day but would never forget those shitty thoughts 
and feelings, they would just simmer on certain days to then pounce at any sign of 
weakness he would show. 


He jolted when the car came to a stop in front of their house. Under Papyrus’ scrutiny 
he left the car and in slow steps went to the back of the house and into their chicken 
enclosure where he simply laid on the ground, letting his hens pile on his chest, his eye 
looking unseeing at the blue sky... not for long though, since Papyrus decided to lean 
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over him and block his vision of the slowly moving clouds. 


“Sans, something is wrong, don’t try to tell me otherwise.” Papyrus said with a frown, 
his hands perched on his hips like a disapproving mother, “Yes, you would often be 
brooding after your sessions but never so... defeated.” He finished anxiously, “You are 
not going to fall down, are you?” 


Sans jolted up, sending the chickens off his chest with unhappy clucks, “What?! Of 
course not, bro... it’s just...” He sagged and hid his face behind his hands. 


“It’s just what, Sans?” Papyrus pressed, kneeling on the ground next to his brother, “You 
know you can talk to me, right?” He put a hand on Sans’ shoulder, prompting the older 
skeleton to look at him, “Because you can talk to me about anything, even if we never 
talked about it before, and | will always be here to listen and help you.” 


Sans gaped at his brother, but honestly, who was surprised that Papyrus reached 
another level of emotional maturity while Sans was wallowing in self-pity. Papyrus 
smiled at Sans’ shell shocked expression, “I know | wasn't always the most... 
approachable in the past, but | want to do better, be a better brother to you and 
support you the way you deserve.” He spoke softly with all his emotions on display. It 
would get him killed in the Underground... 


But they weren't there anymore, were they? 


Papyrus frowned when Sans chuckled only to start fretting over him when the laughter 
shifted into hiccups that soon devolved into sobs, “S-sans?” 
| 


wailed, “Y-you s-should not waste y-your time on a piece of trash like me! | can’t do 
anything, can’t protect you, can’t help at home, can barely work! I'm a fucking disaster 
that can't even recognize where | am half of the time!” 


He would probably go for so much longer if not for Papyrus grabbing his shoulders and 


shaking him, “Stop it, Sans! | will not let you insult the most important person in my life!” 


He yelled with enough vitriol to stop even Asgore in his tracks if the bastard was still 
alive, “You cared for me since | was born, kept me alive when in stripes on the cruel 
streets of the Underground and then still made sure that my big mouth didn't get me 
killed. Let me take care of you now!” 


Sans blinked stunned, tears still covering his face, “B-but...” 
“There’s no buts, Sans! Let me take care of you, because | want to.” He said with a 
determined voice, “I’m not leaving you, you can be a flaming pile of garbage and you 


will still be the most important person in my life.” 


Sans snorted a weak laugh and hugged Papyrus, for once feeling the unrelenting 


-it’s not w-what | want! | d-don’t want to b-be the s-stone that drags you down!” Sans 


negative emotions fade from his mind, relaxing when he felt Papyrus’ arms wrapping 


around him. 


For once, even if it would be just a brief moment, he felt that everything would be 


alright. 
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ETERMINATION @ unvertaLe 


Sans had a voice that belonged on the radio. 

At least that’s what Papyrus had always told him. So when Toriel suggested he join her 
as her co-host on CORE 99.9 AM, Sans didn’t say no. Because hey, who was Sans to 
deny his brother the opportunity to hear his puns broadcast over the air? 

“So yesterday, Frisk and | went down to the valley east of Mount Ebbot. We took a 
boat ride across the river and saw a huge fish swim right under us! But the poor thing 


bumped their head against our boat—" 


“Dam," Sans chuckled. “Bet that made its head swim. But no seriously, Tori. Glad one of 
us got to enjoy the fin-tastic day we had yesterday.” 


“Yes! You could say it was a great oppor-tuna-ty to see more of the surface world. And 
oh, how I've been loving it up here.” 


The two of them continued to pass fish puns back and forth. Sans even got a good one 
in about Undyne. No one was safe from his puns. Not when he had an open mic and 
free airwaves. “Hey Tori, ever hear what Undyne says after she loses a race?” 

“What does she say?” 


“Vm fin-ished.” 


“Is that right? | don't think I've ever seen Undyne lose in any competition! She’s rather 
ef-fish-ient and has got a real spear-it about her.” 


Sans chuckled. That was a good one. 


“Oh, that reminds me! Frisk has started taking piano lessons from her. Undyne is quite 
the teacher, you know.” 


“Is she better at teaching music than she is at cooking? Cause if | had known that, I'd 
have encouraged Paps to take up piano from her instead.” 


Toriel burst out laughing. She was polite about it because unlike Sans, his co-host was 
an actual sweetheart. They both knew full-well Undyne’s cooking tasted like pain and 
sadness and scorched brimstones whereas Toriel had a flair baking that could rival 
Muffet's. 


Alphys was going to be embarrassed over that one. 

Undyne was going to throttle him. 

Somewhere out there Papyrus was hanging his head in shame. 
Yeah, they all listened to the show. 

Heh, mission accomplished. 


Sans loved this job. He pressed down on his headset covering his temporal bones so 

he could better hear himself speak, smile widening into a slow grin as he remembered 
why he was here on-air in the first place. As much as he wished it could be to spew 
jokes with his pun-pal, there was a reason why their human-producer agreed to have 
him at the station. It wasn't entirely for his comedic sense of style either. It wasn't even 
because having two monster co-hosts on-air was good for diversity and exceptional for 
ratings. 


No. The thing that their producer claimed their listeners liked best about Sans was his 
charisma and sound of his voice. 


That was bewildering for Sans to think about because there was nothing that 
remarkable or cool about his voice. Papyrus begged to differ. Then again, his brother 
begged to differ about a lot of things that involved Sans thinking he was anything less 
than cool (aside from his cleaning habits. The way his unwashed sock was left strewn 
across their living room floor was, as Papyrus was always quick to remind him, a very 
un-cool thing to keep up). 


The truth was their producer was an absolute spider donut. One of those big shots in 
entertainment that put Mettaton’s ego to shame. The only reason he kept Sans around 
was because ever since joining the station, the ratings for this show had skyrocketed. 


Sans had to give him credit for one thing. Their producer knew what made good 
programming. 


Unfortunately, that meant their producer also had some ideas that were pretty out 
there. But hey, Sans was a standup guy. If their producer wanted ‘out there,’ Sans was 


willing to play along. 


Right on cue, Toriel rolled their conversion into the next segment where they invited 
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listeners to call into their show. Both humans and monsters participated in this. They 
loved it. Sans enjoyed taking calls from the humans the best. They told the most 
ridiculous stories and asked him the most hilarious questions. Sans and Toriel were 
never without listeners wanting to call in; their producer loved it. 


Toriel handled the call intake before passing them over to Sans. They performed this 
schtick once a week. Sans knew the drill. He knew what to expect. 


“To all you listeners out there, thank you for tuning into our show. We do appreciate it,” 
Toriel announced. There was always a predetermined prompt during these segments. 
“I’m now going to have my co-host take over here to answer some questions from some 
of our loyal listeners. Last week we requested to hear from you about the best prank 
you've ever pulled. And CORE 99.9 AM’s own personal jape-master told us what he 
thought.” 


“Heh, yeah. That was a good one, Tori. Remember that one guy who put a small radio- 
controlled car in his office trash can? Twitched the remote once in a while to make 
some noise. Genius.” 


Toriel cracked up at the memory of that one. “That was quite good, wasn't it!” 


“Good enough that I'd have played that prank myself on Paps if | knew he didn't also 
listen to this show.” 


“Now to all you listening out there, we know how charming my co-host can be, isn’t that 
right? So today, | want you to call in and tell Sans your best advice when it comes to 
dating!” 


“..Wait, what?” 


“That's right!” Toriel said without skipping a beat. “Don’t be shy now. Call and tell us 
what your best dating advice is and we'll see what he thinks! Oh, won't this be fun? 
Let's get this show started. Sans, are you ready for this?” 


The switchboard was already lighting up with incoming callers eager for the chance to 
talk to him. 


“Ready as I'll ever be.” 


There was a brief pause while Toriel switched them over to delayed audio. Waiting for 
it to kick in lasted only a few seconds, but it acted as a buffer in case a caller was to 
blurt something inappropriate over the airwaves. If they did, Toriel could dump the call, 
placing their show back in real time. Once Sans detected the elongated pauses, that 
was his signal to know when it was safe to take another call. 


They had actually never had to dump a call. Turns out there was a lot you could get 


away with saying over the air; but it was still a precautionary measure their producer 
insisted they maintain during these live call-in segments. 


Toriel screened callers and placed them on hold. Sans checked out as he waited for 
the delayed audio to take effect. A few weeks back, he had suggested that Toriel 
handle questions. Sans would handle call intake. Their producer shot down that idea. 
Listeners wanted to hear from Sans, he insisted. And as producer of this station, he was 


determined to give their listeners what they wanted. 


“Sans, we'll be on air in...” Toriel held up a paw and counted down with her fingers. 
Sans’ mouth switched with a smile. That was his signal. 


“We have on the line Stella,” Toriel said. “Stella, tell us what works best for you when it 
comes to dating.” 


“Well, | wouldn't say | have much luck when it comes to dating. Flirting, though! | can 
talk all about flirting. Best thing to do when you want to flirt with someone is to get 
their curiosity going. Once you have that, give them your number and leave the ball in 
their court.” 

“Heh, yeah. That's a good one.” 


“Want me to show you how good it can be?" 


Sans glimpsed over at his co-host, brow ridge arched in amusement. “Sure, tell me 
what you've got.” 


“Okay. Why don’t you give me a call sometime and | will. My number is five-two-six—" 
Well. There was a first time for everything. 


Toriel dumped the call. No sharing of personal information allowed. Her number never 
made it onto the air. 


Sans sniggered. Humans really were hilarious. “Better luck next time, Stella,” he said, 
stalling for pre-recorded airtime more than anything. They had to wait a few more 
seconds for the delayed audio to take effect. Toriel gave him the signal. They were 
ready. “Who do we have next, Tori?” 

Toriel didn't bother with introductions this time. 


“Sans!” 


Sans blanched. It was his brother. 


“| really felt as if | must call into your show this week.” 
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“Paps, you call into the show every week.” 

“Yes, because your show deserves my full support. Even though | must tell you that 
you are not that funny—" Toriel cut her mic. She couldn't suppress her own laughter 
that followed. “But as someone who has read multiple dating manuals, | felt a special 
obligation to do so this week.” 


Oh boy. 


“Alright. For all you listeners who may not yet know, we have my brother with us on the 
line. So tell us, Paps. What dating advice do you have for us today?” 


“First. One must offer a compliment. Everyone loves a good compliment, do they not?” 
“Sure, who doesn't like those? Why don’t you give an example.” 
Sans wasn't prepared for the answer that followed. 


“| like how calming your voice is. | like the way you talk and describe things because 
your words make me feel good. And that is a good thing.” 


“Wow bro. Heh, thanks but, uh. Got an example of how you would compliment someone 


you were actually wanting to date?” 


“See. The trick is not to dish out too many flattering things either. Then it would be like... 


like...” 


Toriel switched on her mic. “Like adding too much sugar to what you're baking?” 
“Precisely,” Papyrus confirmed. A pause. “Wait. What is it that you are baking?” 


“Like the other day, | added far too much sugar to my muffins for a bake sale at Frisk’s 
school. All the children devoured them and had more energy than their teachers could 


handle.” 


“Then yes! Giving too many compliments is like adding too much sugar to what you are 
baking. Except instead of muffins we are baking...” 


“—kids?” Sans threw in unhelpfully. 
“A warm and nurturing relationship!” Papyrus insisted. 
“Heh, alright bro. Not bad. You've got game. And thanks for calling in. You know this 


show is muffin without you.” Sans said. He heard Papyrus groan through the line and 
could practically hear the eyeroll that followed it. “Tori, who do we have next—" 


“Next we have Alphys on the line.” 

Toriel put her through the air. 

“Oh hey, Alphs. What do you got?” 

“W-well. The k-key thing to r-remember is to stand up for your partner. Like what | am 
d-doing now! B-be-because, | can't believe you would joke about her like that on your 
show, Sans! Did you r-really have to do that?” 

“Don't try to stop me now. I'm on a roll," Sans chuckled. “Hey, Alphs. knock knock.” 
“W-who's there?” 

“Daisy.” 

“...Daisy who?" 

“Dey see me rollin’,” Sans sang over the air. “They hatin’!” 


“| re-really hate you, sometimes! You know that?” 


“Yeah, | know. I'll be sure to make sure your name makes it on the air next week so you 
won't feel left out.” 
1 


eSamns mo! 


Toriel ended the call. Sans threw her a thumbs-up. Perfect timing. His co-host was 
awesome like that. 


“Alright, Tori. Who do we have up next?” 

Without warning, the next caller was patched through the air. 
“Sans, it is |! The Great Papyrus!” 

“Oh hey, bro. Didn't expect to hear from you again this soon.” 


Toriel offered a quip. “Since we have something of a residential expert on dating with 
us, | figured our listeners could benefit.” 


“Okay.” 


“Yes! Thank you. Now, in addition to giving compliments, one must be sure to ask 
questions they can answer about themselves. It helps build a good connection between 
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you both.” 

“Yeah, | guess | can see that.” 

Toriel engaged next. “Why don’t you give us a demonstration, Papyrus? Show my co- 
host how it can properly be done. Ask him a question. Use your time on the air today as 
practice.” 

Sans backtracked his previous sentiment. His co-host was nof-awesome. He threw 
Toriel a hard stare. She looked up at him with big, innocent eyes and turned the call 
back over to him. 

“If | was a flower, what kind of flower would | be?” Papyrus asked. 

What the hell. 


“Aren't you supposed to be asking a question about me?” 


“That will come later. First one must know how to play. It can’t all be about you. You 
must check if there is mutual interest first so that you are not coming off too strong.” 


Uh 

Sans was allowing an awful lot of dead air to pass through the airwaves. He fiddled 
with the wire on his headset and switched his gaze over to Toriel, silently pleading not 
to leave him hanging. But it appeared she was dead set on doing exactly that. Her mic 
had been cut so listeners couldn't hear her—she was giggling. Traitor. 

“You're a rose,” Sans told him. 

“Why a rose?” Papyrus asked. 


“Because you rose me out of bed this morning against my will.” 


“It’s not like | had any other choice. You would've slept in all day if | had let you. Then 
you would've missed your show!” 


“Guess it’s a good thing | have some-bud-y like you.” 


“Yes, | agree! See this connection we have now made? Now it is time to move on to an 
actual question.” 


“Okay.” 
“How do you like to be shown affection?” Papyrus asked. 
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“What the heck kind of question is that—?” 
“It is a very practical question to ask for research purposes.” 


“Oh, okay.” Sans went along with it. “In that case, | like it when I'm brought my favorite 
food.” 


“What is your favorite food?” 
“Ketchup is good.” 
“That is not real food.” 


“Sure it is. Pour that stuff over a plate of spaghetti and you've got a perfect meal right 
there.” 


“That is a disgrace to spaghetti!” 
“Hey, what can | say. | like what | like.” 


“A disgrace,” Papyrus insisted. “But let’s move on. You should now take five minutes to 
tell me your life story in as much detail as possible.” 


“Wow, would you look at that. Looks like we're out of time.” Sans threw a pleading look 
at Toriel. “Tori, who do we have next on line?” 


“We have Undyne on Line 2?” 
Nope. 
Sans turned his attention back to Papyrus. 


“What was the question again, Paps?” 


“Tell me your life story.” 

“Okay, see. That wasn’t exactly a question.” 
“This is why it was so good for me to call in again. Because if you must know, it is best 
to phrase these things open-ended in order to get to know someone as efficiently as 


possible.” 


“Paps, we've lived together our whole lives. You already know all there is to know about 
me.” 


“That is not true and you know it!” 
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Ugh. 


Sans patted down his clothes where he felt a pack of cigarettes nestled inside the 
pocket of his jacket. His mind idly wandered to lighting one up right now and seeing 
how long it would take their producer to bust into the studio and end the show. Nah, he 
couldn't do that to Tori. 


“Okay, | see your point, bro. And you know what? You're right. That would be the most 
effective means to get to know more about someone. Thanks for the call. Tori?” There 
was no way talking to Undyne could be more awkward than this call with Papyrus. “Put 
through our next caller, won't you?” 


Tori patched through Undyne. 
“Heya, thanks for calling into CORE 99.9 AM. This is Sans—" 


“Yeah, it’s me, you numbskull! And | want to know why you won't answer Papyrus’ 
question—!” 


Sans swatted his headset off one side of his skull and cut his mic. He shot his co-host a 
question. “Little help here, Tori. Like maybe take over some of these calls or | dunno...try 
fielding them?” 


“We had no one else waiting on the line,” Toriel mouthed back to him. What a load of 

dog shit that was. Sans could see the switchboard blinking between them awash with 
incoming callers. Toriel smirked and adjusted her headset, overriding the controls. The 
audio resumed and they were back on-air. So much for being a sweetheart. 


None the wiser, Undyne hadn't stopped ranting. 

“—and another thing!” Undyne shouted. Sans was forced to lift his headset away from 
his temporal bones, sliding the ear pads down the column of his throat so she couldn't 
deafen him. “If you want my advice, when you like someone enough you've got to stop 
running from your feelings! Face them head-on! Tell them how you REALLY FEEL!” 

“Uh, well. Thanks for the call.” Sans saw the switchboard blinking with the next caller in 
queue. “But it'd be a shame to leave our other callers hanging. Tori, who do we have up 
next?” 

Toriel granted him the mercy of ending that call. 


She patched through the next one. 


“Brother!” 


Papyrus. Damn it. Not again. 


“Your listeners have spoken. We want to know more about you! You can begin by telling 
us your life story.” 


“In five minutes?” 
“Five minutes!” 


Toriel turned her head away and did something that looked suspiciously like suppressing 
a small smile. 


“Fine,” Sans finally said. “Wanna hear about my life? | can do it in three words: 
definitely winging it.” 


“Sans!” 

“It’s the truth.” 

“You know what | think?” Papyrus challenged. 

“| don't want to know what you think.” 

There was a pause. Papyrus fell silent after that. Toriel shot Sans a firm glare. 

Shit, he didn’t actually mean that. 

“Just kidding, Paps. You're on radio and you know I've gotta be a tease while I’m on-air,” 
Sans told him, smile ever-present but not with his usual smug smirk or obnoxious grin. It 


was soft. “| didn't really mean that. What's on your mind?” 


Papyrus proceeded. “I now realize this is not a tactic that will work for everybody. And 
my advice when it comes to flirting is to know when to adjust those tactics.” 


*On 


“Yes. If the one you want to date is as mysterious and secretive as you are, then one 
must know when to take a more direct approach.” 


“Got an example?” 
A beat. 
Then... 


“...Have you ever tried using edible underwear?” 
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Sans’ cheekbone twitched, almost as if to laugh before smoothing it out into a wide, 
unnerving grin. His gaze flicked over to Toriel. She made a noise in her throat that 
sounded like amusement. Traitor. Sans nearly commented on it, but kept quiet. If this 
was how she wanted to do the segment, Sans could play this game. 


“If you're asking if I'd be willing to lick ketchup off your bones, the answer is | wouldn't 
be opposed to it.” 


Toriel raised her ears and looped the headphones down her neck, maw agape. But she 
hadn't cut the air like Sans had half-expected her to do. Ah well. 


“And what else would you want to do with me?” 


Sans’ face heated up. “Okay. Because we still have paying sponsors that help keep this 
broadcast running and | think I’ve scandalized them enough for one show, | shouldn't 
go into specitics here.” His voice felt strange. He sucked in a breath. “But | preter to do 
things slow, so I'd start by taking you out on a date.” 


The switchboard was lighting up like Gyftmas day with incoming callers now. Toriel was 
busy fielding the renewed rush of callers, which meant Sans was left alone on-air with 
Papyrus. 


“Where would we go?” of 


“Oh. Well apparently there’s a boat you can take 
across the valley east of Mount Ebbot. We should 
check that out together sometime.” 


“Yes, we should do that!” 


None of this meant anything, Sans reminded 
himself. This was all a part of his on-air 
personality. Self-accredited jape-master. 
Certified simp when it came to his brother—and 
that was exactly the story he would spin for their producer if he demanded to know 
what the hell had happened on their show today. Charming their listeners was one 
thing. Swaping incestuous innuendos probably crossed a line. Or all of the lines. 


“Cool. Then it’s a date.” 
Yep. That confirmed it. He was so whipped. 
A low thrum of static reverberated through his headset. Toriel finally interrupted and 


cut through the airwaves. “To all our listeners out there, it appears our residential 
dating expert has successfully gotten my co-host to agree to go out on a date!” she 


announced with a delighted smile. “Your brother is quite the capable pick-up artist, 
Sans. I'd say you've been positively hooked! How would you judge his skills? Surely you 
must have an opinion on this.” 

Oh. So now Toriel decided to chime in on this. 

Sans deadpanned. 


“Can we please just take the next caller, Tori.” 


“It appears we have time to take one more,” Toriel agreed. “We have Alphys on Line 4? 
She'd like to tell us what she thought of today’s show.” 


Sans sighed with an air of great suffering. 

“Nice. Put her through.” 

Toriel patched through the call. 

“S-sans! Th-that was so cute I’m about to scream into a paper bag! AHHH—!” 

A split second later, Sans was shoving the headset down his skull. The band wrapped 
around the back of his neck, speakers hanging over the column of his throat. He could 
feel Alphys practically screaming. He let her get it all out before placing the headset 


back over his temporal bones. 


“Thank you for that review of our show today, Alphs,” Sans said, mouth twisting into a 
pained grin. “| felt exactly the same way about it.” 


Toriel laughed. Sans mildly wondered if his co-host would take a well-intentioned insult 
to shut it. Still, he kept quiet. 


“And that's all we have for this show today, everyone!” Toriel announced. “We hope you 
enjoyed it—" 


“—cause | sure didn’t.” 

“Sans.” 

“Heh, why does everyone keep saying my name today like I’m the bad guy?” 

Toriel threw a wily smile at him, mischief glinting in her eyes. “One of us had to be.” 
Sans shook his head in defeat. 


“Touché, Tori. Touché.” 
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ERTALE 


LOVE AND WAR @ UN 


Papyrus sits on the little steps of his home as flufty white flakes silently float down to 
cover the ground around him. In the muted frigid air, the only sounds that break the 
silence are his huffed sighs that leave a wispy trail of vapor before his face and the 
occasional mutters and grumbles that fall past his teeth. You know, typical brooding 
noises, the sounds of a terribly intellectual yet tragically tortured mind. He picks up a 
handful of snow before letting the soft powder slip through his fingers like sand-very 
metaphorical, very powerful. He punches the ground, letting his emotions get the better 
of him before hugging his fist to his chest and vehemently shaking his head, whispering 
to himself to keep it together. 


Monsters stare at him as they pass by. He’s sure he looks incredibly cool even when, if 
not especially when he’s in such a state of psychological distress. A child points at him, 
their mother taking their hand and hurrying them along. Ah, such innocence, he thinks 
with a chuckle. He remembers when he was as pure... 


Beside him lies the dating manual. He sighs and picks it up, idly flipping through 

its pages. Scanning over the passages he circled, the lines he underlined, and the 
incredibly informative notes he'd written in the margins in permanent marker. The library 
would certainly thank him for adding his impeccable input to the already helpfully 
informative piece of literature. 


Impeccable input... so impeccable that no one could ever hope to top it... 

He swiftly and firmly shuts the book just as the front door behind him is opened. 

“Oh, there you are. | was wondering where you've been. What are ya doing out here?” 
Sans asks his brother as he walks up beside him, pulling up his hoodie once he sees the 


falling snow. 


Papyrus doesn't look toward his brother, doesn't even raise his head keeping his gaze 
fixed to the pristine white ground, his elbows resting heavily on his knees. 


“Love... is a dangerous game, Sans...” He says gruftly. 
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“Uhhh ... okay.” Sans blinks before nodding slowly. “I’m sure it is, bud. I’m sure it is... 
That’s-what does-" 


“And I!" Papyrus starts dramatically. “| am a dangerous man, brother!” 


Sans continues to nod. “Alright... uh... Have you been watching Mettaton’s soaps again? 
‘Cause, uh... wh-what is this? What's goin’ on?” 


“'m afraid not, Sans. I'm afraid it’s not as simple as that! The ways of love are far 
more complex than they appear to be on the screen. It leaves one uncertain. It leaves 
one doubttul of how to move, how to act as the world is a very dark place. Unclear, 
shrouded in shadow...” It really did change his perspective on the world, things seemed 
much duller, the colors of the world were muted and- 


“Uh huh... are you sure that isn’t just ‘cause you're wearing sunglasses right now?” 
Oh yeah. 


He slowly removes the shades from his face (in a way that still makes him look cool and 
suave). “That... may have something to do with it...” He mumbles as he quickly peels the 
tape away from his skull that had held the glasses up due to his inconvenient lack of 
ears. 


“Whatcha wearin’ those for anyway? | thought you only wore those for selfies and 
suntanning in Hotland.” Not that there was any sun to tan under but that doesn't stop 
Papyrus. He reclines next to the pools of magma in a comically small speedo and a 
hilariously floppy sun hat and sweats it out like he’s in the most extreme sauna on earth. 
He looks sexy when he’s all sweaty, he says. His bone tan game is insane, he also tells 
Sans. Sans has no idea what that means, but it sounds really cool of him anyway. He 
looks at his little brother, he doesn’t see a tan but he does see- “Dude, is that an unlit 
cigarette you have in your mouth too?” 


“Okay, for one, these are not my sexy shades, these are my gloomy glasses which | wear 
for brooding exclusively. And two, not a cigarette.” He pulls the small white stick from 
his mouth revealing the small bulb of candy at the end. “Lollipop.” 

“Oh.” Sans says lightly. 


“Green apple flavor.” Papyrus says with a serious look in his eye. 


“Oh.” Sans says again with a grave tone. “The hard stuff. You must really be goin’ 
through it.” 


“Indeed.” Papyrus bites the lollipop with a loud crunch. 


“What's the deal?” 


“Well, you see, I-” He looks at his brother. His blissfully ignorant brother, young and 
innocent and inexperienced in the brutally unforgiving world of courtship (as far as he 
knows anyway??). He needn't burden him with the crude details. “Ah, you... you wouldn't 
get it.” 


Sans hums in consideration before Papyrus sees him out of the corner of his eye taking 
a seat on the steps beside him. He rests his elbows on his thighs and leans forward to 
look Papyrus in the face. “Try me.” 


Papyrus returns his gaze ready to deny that the situation was of enough importance to 
discuss. But... the way Sans’s eyes soften, his eye lights shining back at him with their 
reassuring brightness causes Papyrus to hesitate. He holds his breath for a moment 
willing himself to muster the intent to wave him off. But for some reason he just can’t 
resist opening up to Sans while he’s looking at him like that. 


“Alright...” He concedes. He leans closer to Sans speaking in a hushed tone and lifting 
a hand to hide his mouth despite the fact that no one else is in listening distance. 
“Don't mention this to anyone else, okay? And | mean it! Not a single soul is to know. 
So don’t mention it to Undyne, or your friends at the bar, or Undyne, or the guard dogs, 
or Undyne...” He whispers visibly sweating a bit. “But, ah, my battle with the human... it, 
ah... didn’t exactly go according to plan...” 


“Oh? How so?” Sans asks scooting closer. He is now close enough to Papyrus that their 
legs are touching, Papyrus doesn’t know why he becomes so acutely aware of this fact. 


Papyrus clears his throat, continuing once he collects his thoughts. “Well, instead of 
capturing the human and turning them over to the Royal Guard as Undyne instructed 
me to do, the human and | kind of...” He trails off betore squeezing his eyes shut and 
ripping off the bandaid. “Went on a date.” He finishes hurriedly keeping his eyes shut, 
afraid of Sans’s reaction for whatever reason. He blinks one eye socket open to look at 
him anyway. 


“Huh.” He doesn't look the least bit put off. “Heh, | guess love really can bloom on the 
battlefield.” 


“Ah, actually not-not really...” He clarifies quickly. “You see, the human was a rather 
persistent flirt over the duration of our battle. They have such a way with words, that 
one. Such sweet nothings would make anyone blush! And though | didn’t return their 
feelings, | didn’t want to hurt their feelings so | indulged them with a single date. | 
thought if | allowed them to show off their dating prowess while pretending to be 
significantly less suave myself, it would cause them to lose interest and seek out a 
higher level dating partner who matches their skill in the field.” 


“Right...” Sans nods, pretending to follow him. Yeesh, dating sounds complicated these 
days. Another reason not to bother with that nonsense. 
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“But alas! No matter how hard | tried, | simply couldn't conceal my charm and natural 
attractiveness enough to quiet their affections toward me. All | did was draw them in 
deeper, entranced them with my cool, mysterious demeanor and my enticingly muscular 
stature.” 


Papyrus presses his fingers together and closes his eyes looking thoughttul, a light 

gust causes his scart to flutter. “And this caused me to have a realization, brother.” He 
continues, his voice low. “I realized something about myself. | came to terms with a part 
of myself. This date, my very first date, allowed me to see for the first time that | am, 

in fact,” He takes a deep breath, lifting a hand to his chest and proudly sticking up his 
chin. “A hunk!” Papyrus can practically feel the sparkles twinkling around his chiseled, 
handsome face. 


Sans snorts. “A hunk? A hunk of what?” 


“A hunk of pure beefcake, that’s what! Nyeh heh 

heh heh!” He shouts victoriously without missing a 
beat. “And not just any hunk!” He quickly picks up the 
dating manual and flips to the correct page before 
turning it around to show Sans. “A Romeo class 


hunk!” 


Sans squints at the pages and sees a diagram 
spread across them titled, “Stubs to Studs: Levels 

of Hunk” which shows all the different “tiers of 
hunkhood” the lowest class being tryhard, the highest 
being Prince Charming, Romeo being just beneath 
that. Some of the qualifications to fit into the classes were pretty ridiculous and 
nonsensical: meeting a proper flirtation quota, accomplishing just the right white to red 
rose ratio in a bouquet, something about having a fine tuned “bae-dar". 


“However,” His tone becomes dark as he shuts the book and holds it to his chest. 
“Though the manual assured me that | have a natural charisma that draws people to 
me like moths to a bright and glorious flame, it warned me that such a gift comes at 

a price. You see, my dating power is simply too high! So high that most others can’t 
possibly hope to match it... thus, like Romeo himself, my chances of a happily ever after 
seem futile.” 


The manual made it sound like he was destined to be a lone wolf lest he become 

a notorious heartbreaker. That is, unless he happens to run into someone of Prince 
Charming levels of hunk, hunky enough to rival him. However, the manual states that 
someone donning that legendary rank is extremely rare and very well may only exist in 
fairytales. 


He grimaces as a particularly aggressive gust of wind pelts him with a freezing flurry, 


he can't feel it’s cold due to his lack of skin. He shivers anyway. “It’s lonely at the top, 
brother...” He sighs. It’s silent for a moment save from the hollow sounding wind. 


Then he feels himself being wrapped in something plush and warm. Sans is no longer 
beside him, having gotten up to take off his hoodie and wrap it around his little 
brother's shoulders. His arms soon follow, wrapping around Papyrus as he rests his chin 
on his shoulder. Again, no skin to feel the warmth. Papyrus feels incredibly warm in an 
instant anyway. The top... suddenly feels a lot less lonely. 


“Hey, don’t let some dumb book get you down. What does it know?” He mumbles softly. 
Papyrus feels Sans’s breath on his neck and shivers again, so Sans wraps his jacket and 
arms more snuggly around him. Papyrus leans into his embrace unabashedly. “Heh heh, 
I'll tell you what it doesn’t know,” he continues. “It doesn’t know that The Great Papyrus 
is the coolest monster in the underground and anyone would be lucky to have him.” 


“S-Sans...” He smiles with a small embarrassed blush. 


“Look, don't worry about what that book says, | mean it. If you want to find a partner 
someday, you'll find “em. Whoever you choose, you're gonna make them really happy. 
And, yeah, it may take a little time, but you're a real catch and anyone can see it.” 


When Papyrus turns to look at him, Sans winks with a smile back. He’s seen that 
expression so many times, but something feels different when he sees it this time. 
Something in his soul aches... his chest and face feel hot. 


“I'll support the both of you too, so long as this future partner of yours doesn’t hog you 
all to themself. Heh, couldn't blame ‘em if they wanted to though.” He playfully nudges 
Papyrus with a good hearted chuckle, and Papyrus’s soul feels like it could burst. It’s not 
the fondness in his voice or the way he’s rubbing his shoulder with his thumb, Papyrus 
tells himself. It’s just the meaning of his words that have him so flustered, he knows. He 
knows that must be it. 


“I-| think we're getting a bit ahead of ourselves!” Papyrus hurriedly stammers out. “But... 
thank you, Sans.” He says, softening his tone. “That makes me feel better.” 


“Yeah, don’t mention it.” Sans murmurs barely above a whisper into his shoulder. 
A comfortable silence washes over them, Papyrus lifts his hands to gratefully rub Sans’s 
arms. A complete sense of comfort washes over his soul as it tends to do whenever 


Sans is near. Papyrus feels significantly reassured by his brother's words... but... 


“Still, | feel | shouldn't completely disregard the manual’s material. It was written by 
experts, wasn't it? It would be ignorant to overlook their wisdom.” 


“Pfft, whatever. It sounds like a buncha nonsense to me. | mean, heh heh, who the hell 
thinks of love as a competition?” 
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Papyrus stills. Wait, that sounds awfully familiar. Where has he heard that? 
“Anyway, we should probably get back inside. This storm’s gettin’ nasty. We stay 


out here any longer and we'll turn into snow bones.” He reaches up to push off the 
moderately sized snow poff that had accumulated on top of Papyrus’s head. 


Papyrus doesn't even notice as he quickly flips through the manual, before coming to a 
stop and staring hard at one entry in particular. “Wait, what did you just say?” 


“Uh, | said we'll turn into snow bones. Get it? Like-like snow cones-” 
“No, before that!” 

“Oh, uh, dating isn’t a competition?” 

Papyrus tries to hide his jaw dropping. 


“| mean unless you're on Mettaton’s dating game show. Where, uh, a buncha people 
fight, like physically fight, for his affection. That seems pretty brutal, I-” 


Sans goes on talking about Mettaton’s show but Papyrus doesn’t hear it because on the 
page in front of him under the Prince Charming entry, it states, “To the ultimate hunks, 
dating is no competition.” 


He looks up at Sans. 


No, it can’t be. 


~ 


Over time, Sans starts to think that something seems a little off about Papyrus. 


He isn't acting any different overall... just with him. He seems to be making some kinda 
extra effort with him. He can’t quite put his finger on what it is exactly, but something's 
weird. Not bad weird. Just weird. He isn’t sure when he noticed, but... 


Maybe it was when Papyrus started showing up at Grillby’s more frequently. He started 
ordering drinks at the bar too, not just milk like before. He gets Sans and himself beers, 
even pays for them, shockingly enough. Sans is a big fan of that, but that’s not the 
only reason he enjoys him tagging along. The guy's also an absolute riot when he’s 
hammered. 


Sans still chuckles when he remembers Papyrus slurring out the question, “So, d’ya 
come here offen?” 


Sans blinked at him. 


“Nah, I'm an outta towner, but | thought I'd drop by the joint since | heard the 
bartender’s pretty smokin’, heh heh.” 


Papyrus looks miffed, at the pun he supposes. 
“Bro, | come here literally every day. You know this.” 


“Nyeh heh... heh.” As he chuckles raspily, he takes one of the other patron’s fries and 
dips it in his beer before taking a bite. The guy who had his fry stolen, stops talking 
and stares at Papyrus looking immensely bewildered. When the guy shoots Sans a 
questioning look, Sans just shrugs trying not to laugh. “Y-You know what'cha don’t do 
everyday?” 


“Hmm?” 


“Karaoke!” He leans heavily on the counter, 
giving Sans an oddly intense look. “Showin’ off 
these pipes would make anyone swoon.” He turns 
to Grillby with a hiccup. “Grillby! Give me a fire 
beat! Nyeh heh heh heh!” 


Grillby stares blankly at him. 
“The jukebox doesn’t work-" 


“That's just tine! | came prepared!” Out of nowhere he hauls a massive and ancient 
looking beatbox onto his shoulder. 


Once he switches it on, Sans recognizes it as Papyrus’s favorite album: MTT’s Greatest 
Hits. Usually he doesn't particularly enjoy listening to that auto-tuned junk but... Papyrus 
belting out the song horribly off tune but looking like he’s having the time of his life, 
slinging an arm around him and getting him and soon everyone else in the place to join 
in singing was actually kinda fun. Really fun actually. 


Maybe that was when he noticed, or maybe he noticed when he went to Waterfall 
one day and found Papyrus sitting next to his telescope, hurriedly switching between 
looking through the lens and scribbling in the notebook in his lap. 


“It's a star chart, Sans! A map of all of the cave’s constellations, the names of which 

| have memorized in their entirety!” He states smugly as he shows the vague shapes 
he'd sketched out. “See? We have Little Circle, Big Circle, Cat, Dog, Fish...” As their 
laughably uncreative names would suggest, Asgore was the culprit. He’d named the 
“constellations” when monsters had first ventured to this part of the Underground. “Are 
you impressed, brother?” Papyrus asks once he named them all. “With my extensive 
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knowledge in your field of interest?” 


“Oh yeah, real impressed.” Sans says looking up at him, Papyrus had pulled Sans onto 
his lap to show him his notes. Papyrus puts down his notebook to wrap his arms around 
Sans’s chest, and Sans can feel all of the tenseness in his bones relax. “Uh... can’t say 
this is my field of interest though. I’m more of a star guy than a... rock guy.” 


He feels Papyrus slump a bit. “Oh right, of course.” 
He doesn't stay slumped for long, however. 


“Well, then... tell me about the stars, Sans. | know you've told me about them before, 
but... this time I'll take notes!” 


So, that’s what he does, and as he rattles off Latin words and the little anecdotes 
attached to them that he’d learned so very long ago, he realizes it’s very soothing. 
Talking about something he loves with someone he loves does wonders for his soul. 

It lets him take his mind off things and focus on something light-he looks down at 
Papyrus’s thorough notes with a smile-and lets him focus on what's most important to 
him too. 


“Why're you suddenly into stars, bro?” 


“Well! |-I read it’s very important that | show an interest in the things you like! But now 
that I'm learning about it, | see it’s very fascinating. And...” He lightly rests his chin on 
top of Sans’s skull. “You look happy when you talk about these things, it’s nice... | should 
have taken interest sooner...” He hugs him close to his chest. “I should have realized 
sooner... 


Huh. 


Yeah, something was off. Maybe it was as simple as Papyrus just going out of his way 
to try to cheer him up. This wouldn't be the first time Papyrus has made such efforts to 
ease his soul. Papyrus knows he feels better when he sticks close by, and spends more 
time with him. 


But... something else was striking him as kinda odd... 


These interactions by themselves were not remarkably unusual or anything, but after all 
was said and done-after Sans had sung a ballad duet with him at karaoke, after Sans 
had told him what stars are made of-Papyrus would look at him with an emotion he 
couldn't quite place before turning around and declaring, “| won't be bested next time! 
You may have won today, but just you wait!” 


So, Sans has no idea what that’s all about. He expressed as much to Papyrus and when 
he asked him what he meant, Papyrus just waved him off saying, “Oh, don't play dumb! 


You know exactly what you're doing!” 

And, okay, all right, if he’s gonna give him the benefit of the doubt like that, sure. He's 
gonna pretend he knows what he’s doing that’s got Papyrus in such a tizzy and just go 
along with it. 

It’s pretty amusing, whatever it is. Hanging out with Papyrus has always been something 
that makes him feel better, but lately he’s been actually really enjoying himself. He finds 
himself looking forward to what Papyrus will come up with next. It seems to be making 


Papyrus really happy, and if it makes Papyrus happy then it makes him happy too. So, 
hey, he’s got no idea what prompted all this but he’s not complaining. 


He doesn't mind at all when Papyrus “challenges him to a dinner date”. Which from the 
wording makes it sound like he’s supposed to do something special, but Papyrus just sits 
him down at their dinner table while he goes to prepare the food like usual. And when 
Papyrus is finished he walks in wearing the most self satistied grin as he victoriously 


holds the plate up high. 


“| have prepared a winning dish! And | know what you're thinking, | know exactly what 
you think this dish is!” 


“Well, duh. ‘Course | know what it is. It’s gotta be spaghe-" 
“Wrong!” He all but throws the plate before him with a loud clatter. “Behold!” 


“Oh my god, no way...” Sans whispers in awe because on the plate in front of him is, “A 
hotdog? Y-you made a hotdog? Heh heh, this is amazing.” 


“Nyeh heh heh! That's right! | prepared your favorite dish to achieve maximum points!” 
And it looked... pretty good too. It looked normal, didn’t look overcooked or 
undercooked. There was a sauce drizzled on top that he didn’t recognize. It looked too 


dark to be ketchup, maybe it was barbeque sauce? That was a little weird, but- 


“And as the manual-| mean cookbook instructed me, | drizzled chocolate on top for 
extra points!” 


What. 

“Let's dig in!” 

Welp. 

Papyrus made it just for him, so he has to. 


Sans is very glad for the gigantic bouquet of roses that inexplicably showed up on the 
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table in between them because it allowed him to hide his expression behind it. 
Papyrus gets up stiffly after a few moments. “Ah. H-How delicious that was. So 
delicious that | ate it all in-” He looks at Sans’s clean plate in shock. “You actually ate it 


all?!” He puts a hand over his mouth and looks up at Sans with genuine concern. 


Sans nods solemnly, but manages a thumbs up. The taste was certainly... exotic. He’s at 
least glad for his lack of a stomach right about now. 


“Ah. Yes, of course you did! So did I! | definitely didn't just take one bite and give the 
rest to your pet rock! Nyeh heh... heh...” 


Sans starts to turn around to look at his rock, but Papyrus quickly grabs his arm. 


“Well! It’s time for my bedtime story now! Let's go!” And he whisks Sans off his feet and 


up to his bedroom. 


As Sans lies next to Papyrus who had already fallen asleep halfway through the 
story, Sans chuckles to himself. It wasn't five star dining, but he appreciates it. He Welcome, Sans 
appreciates all the thoughtfulness Papyrus invests in him, in his own... Papyrus way. He’s | and Papyrus! Til 
lucky to have him, so lucky... ? a Show you aroun 
He turns over to look at him... but when he does he notices that the pillow behind his 
head is a lot harder than usual. He lifts it up and finds the dating manual underneath it. 
Huh, he thought Papyrus had already turned this back into the library. 

He turns it over in his hand, considering it. Eh, might be a funny read. 

So, he flips it open and reads. And reads Papyrus’s notes. Papyrus’s notes about him. 
Huh. 


Well, that was a lot more of an... enlightening read than he expected it to be. 


He looks over at Papyrus and rests a hand on his forehead. An incredible warmth swells 
in his soul. 


Maybe... he'll give this dating thing a shot after all. 
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There was just so much on the surface. 


There was the space, for starters. So much of it, spread out all over the world. Too much 
for any one person to see alll of it, and it was filled with all manner of things. Plants, 
animals, cultures, inventions, beliefs, philosophies, and... humans. An overabundance 
of them, in all shapes and sizes, everywhere you could possibly turn. Papyrus knew that 
not all of them were bad. Statistically, it would be impossible for an entire species to 
be full of nothing but deranged mass murderers. In the three years since coming to the 
surface, he had met a wide variety of humans, all with their own personalities, goals, 
strengths and weaknesses, likes and dislikes... No two humans were exactly the same, 
just as no two monsters were, either. Papyrus had even met a pair of twins- humans 
who had identical physical makeups due to some rare circumstances that meant their 
genes had been copied and split into two before birth- that had been so completely 
different as actual people that it would be nigh on impossible to get them mixed up. 


So, even humans who looked similar were not the same. They didn’t all hold the same 
values. There were plenty of good ones out there who were great to get to know. They 
could be funny, witty, and charming just as easily as they could be mean spirited and 
hateful. He knew that. 


But knowledge meant little to irrational anxiety. 


It had already been a stressful day. Nothing had really triggered it, he decided when 
he thought back over the day’s events. It had simply been one of those times when he 
woke up and everything immediately felt wrong. Nothing that he could easily pinpoint. 
It was a vague sense of discomfort, as if he woke up and everything in the world had 
been moved just two inches to the left while he had been asleep. It felt wrong, but 

he couldn't tell you what it even was. Days like this had grown scarcer the longer they 
stayed on the surface with no Reset. It wasn’t like in the Underground, when almost 
every day had been off and unbearable. Papyrus was fine most days. 


But when he wasn't, he really, really wasn't. 


He had still rolled out of bed, because no one else was going to man the food truck 


he worked at. He didn't really need the job, but he preferred that no one ask how he 
and Sans afforded their nice house when Sans only worked part time while going to 
school, and he wasn't quite ready for anyone to find out about his actual job. Though 
it wasn't really a job when the Queen only called on him for Judgments maybe once 
or twice a year. The rest of the time the Queen paid him to remain available at a 
moment's notice. So the food truck kept him busy, let him keep his nonexistent nose in 
the community's business (it was surprising, what people were willing to say in front of 
service workers, as if their hearing disappeared as soon as they signed that minimum 
wage contract), and kept most questions about pay and salary far away from him. 
While he normally wouldn't be adverse to calling in and taking a day off, he knew for 
a fact that no one else could take his shift, because one of his coworkers was at a 
wedding in another state, and the other had an appointment scheduled at the doctor 
to check on her wife's pregnancy, and he certainly wasn't going to ask her to skip it just 
because he was having an off day. 


So, he had done the responsible thing and went to work, where he immediately 
regretted it. The first person who arrived to order their early lunch was probably an 
alright person on a normal day, but their voice had been so grating, echoing in his 
skull unpleasantly. Papyrus was much more of a sweets fan, but usually the smell of 
something greasy and delicious made his nonexistent stomach perk up. That day, 
however, it had been nearly unbearable. Even the cigarettes he’d smoked during his 
break had only seemed to make him more anxious, instead of calming his nerves as 
usual. 


Overall, the end of his shift couldn't have come quickly enough, and he had closed the 
truck down immediately once the hour hit. One teleportation later and he had been 
sately back home. 


He stood in the living room, listless, for a moment. His phalanges itched to do 
something, but he settled for tucking them into the pocket of his hoodie and rubbing 

his thumbs over the soft material. It had been a gift from Sans, after his favorite hoodie 
had finally bit the big one a few months prior. The shade was almost identical, but 

the material was more fine than anything they had managed to make Underground, 

still warm and fluffy against his fingertips even after months of nearly daily wear. The 
tactile sensation of it did help calm the racing of his soul somewhat, his shoulders 
relaxing minutely. The smell of home was a good one, warm and familiar, and the house 
was blessedly quiet. If only he could do something about the light that streamed in, 
even with the blinds pulled shut... 


He blinked as a thought hit him. There was one thing he used to do, when he had been 
young and overstimulation hit him hard. Sans had always encouraged him to take care 
of himself in ways that worked, even if they looked strange from the outside. He didn't 

know how else to explain it, except that it helped. So he slowly lowered himself to the 

carpeted floor, running his phalanges through the texture before moving to lie face 

down. He pulled his hood up over his head and tucked his face against the carpet, and 
darkness surrounded him. He breathed, in and out a few times, and slowly some of the 
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tension bled from his body. 


Everything around him was warm and still. Pretty much all of his friends worked that 
day, so it was unlikely that anyone would show up unannounced, and even if they 
did, he could be on his feet the instant anyone besides Sans entered the house. But 
the point was that he wouldn't have to. He could just lie there, releasing his anxiety 
out into the carpet with every exhale. His mind drifted, but like this it was hard for his 
usual worries to stick for long. It was meditative in a way. Surrounded by warmth and 
darkness, he had no idea how much time passed, nor did he really care. 


The only thing that eventually dragged him partway out of his reverie was the sound of 
a key sliding into the lock on the front door. Only two other people had a copy of that 
key, one obviously being his brother, and the other was Asgore. But the former king 
never arrived without prior warning, and Papyrus’ phone had not gone off once since 
he had arrived home. Thus, it had to be Sans. His theory was proven correct when the 
door opened and a very familiar voice called out, “Papyrus! I'm home!” He couldn't 
bring himself to reply. Footsteps approached, leaving the doorway and rounding the 
couch as Sans called out, “Papyrus! Are you hom-? Oh!” There was a long moment of 
silence, and Papyrus could feel Sans’ eyelights on him. “Sorry,” Sans said in his best 
whisper, which was still a little loud, but his voice never grated on Papyrus, even during 
his worst bouts of oversensitivity. 


More footsteps, this time walking away, and Papyrus knew he was alone in the living 
room again. He could hear Sans shuffling through the house, though, obviously trying 
his best to be quiet. He was such a cool guy. 


Papyrus floated in the dark for a 
while longer, occasionally hearing 
his brother moving around. A few 
times, Sans crept back into the living 
room, accompanied by the rustle of 
something, but Sans was so safe, 

the only person Papyrus had ever 
felt completely and utterly safe with, 
that he didn't have to look up and 
see what was going on. Whatever it 
was, he didn't have to be concerned. 
He stayed exactly where he was, not 
even stirring until something settled 
on top of him, soft to the touch but 
heavy enough to exert some pressure 
on him. 


Slowly, Papyrus lifted his skull up off the floor, just barely cracking his sockets, but there 
was no glaring light in his face anymore. Pushing himself up a little, he looked around. 
While he had been drifting, Sans had been hard at work. Utilizing the couch and some 


chairs trom their dining table, Sans had stretched a few comforters across the distance 
overhead to create a tent fort. The entrance was even covered by another comforter, 
so that the light from their living room windows couldn't filter in. A thick, weighted 
blanket had been carefully draped over him, and there were pillows piled around in 
little stacks. Shifting so he could sit cross-legged, Papyrus pulled the blanket further 
around himself. 


The front flaps of the tent parted, and Sans crawled in, quickly pulling them closed 
behind him. A full canvas bag swung from his shoulders, and he smiled softly when 

he saw Papyrus. “Brother!” he said in his attempted whisper, still loud but better 

than his usual ‘inside’ speaking voice. “Arrange the pillows however you like and get 
comfortable. Operation Pamper Papyrus is a go!” He began to dig around in the bag 
and, bemused, Papyrus did as he was told. Using some of the pillows, he began to pile 
them up with one hand, the other holding the blanket securely around himself. When he 
had a little semicircle of pillows arranged with just enough room for two skeletons to 
lay in, he settled down, stretching his legs out. 


Sans pulled his laptop out of the bag, the one that Papyrus had purchased for him 
when he was accepted into school. He wanted to be a nurse, and the testing to get in 
had been rigorous, so to celebrate when he succeeded, Papyrus had surprised him with 
a small party, just the two of them, and presented him with the computer. He’d made 
sure that Sans knew how proud he was, because sometimes he was afraid he didn’t say 
it enough. That had been the day that Sans had kissed him for the first time, soft and 
nervous. 


Papyrus was brought out of his memories when music began to play from the laptop. 
Sans fiddled with it a little more, before turning to shimmy over and settle in beside 
Papyrus. He carefully deposited the laptop on Papyrus’ thighs, before hauling the bag 
over. “Want a snack?” Tilting it, he showed Papyrus the contents. It looked like every 
snack cake and sweets he had ever enjoyed was stuffed into the bag. 


“Where did you even get this?” 
“If | told you, you would be able to find my secret stash,” Sans protested. 


“But you don't even like any of this,” Papyrus pointed out. Sans was very picky about his 
sweets, and not a single one of these was one he liked. 


“They're not for me,” Sans said, smiling. “| have them in case you ever need a pick-me- 


" 


up. 


Papyrus glanced at the bag, and then back at Sans, and he couldn't stop a small laugh 
from leaving him. “only you would have an entire stash of goodies for someone else.” 

He reached into the bag and plucked up a chocolate snack cake, and while he opened 
it, Sans dug two thermoses out of the bag, handing one to Papyrus. Opening it showed 
some steaming fresh tea, and he could already smell the honey in it. On the laptop, the 
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music faded, and it opened to an image of the stars, while a soothing voice began to barely learned anything.” 


talk about the mysteries of the universe. 


Papyrus could call Sans out on that, because 
Every last bit of it- the fort, the snacks, the program they were watching- was : Papyrus might have been the science guy out 
completely personalized for Papyrus. He bit into the cake, sweet and chocolatey rich, of the two of them, but Sans was whip smart. 
and before he knew it, big fat tears began to roll down his cheekbones. He shoved the He picked up on things far faster than Papyrus 
rest of the cake in his mouth and sniffled, and Sans was right there, wrapping strong did, and his memory was excellent. He could 
arms around him and directing him to lie back. They ended up snuggled together, probably quote this entire program by heart. 
Papyrus’ head on Sans’ chest where he could both hear the beat of Sans’ soul, and also : But it was Papyrus’ favorite, one they always 
see the laptop screen. He scrubbed at his sockets with his sleeve, and Sans hummed a played when he had a bad day, no matter how 
soft little tune. many times Sans had already seen it. Warmth 
blossomed in his chest at the consideration 


“S-sorry,” Papyrus muttered, feeling ridiculous for tearing up. They were already fading, : Sans always showed for him. He was loud and 
with only arguably less than a minute having passed. Sans dropped a kiss to the top of : energetic, a little naive and excitable, but he 
his skull. was also the kindest monster Papyrus had ever met. He loved Sans with his entire soul. 


They listened to a few minutes of the program, before Papyrus tilted his skull back to 
look up at Sans. “Wanna make out?” 


“There’s no apologies needed, Papyrus,” he said with a shake of his head. The calming 
voice in the background began to explain about galaxies, but Papyrus hung on to his 
brother's every word. “You spend all of your time taking care of others. Taking care of 
me. You do so much for my sake. There’s nothing wrong with accepting help and letting 
me take care of you for a change sometimes.” 


Sans hummed, pretended to think about it. “I suppose | could schedule you in-" he 
began, before chuckling against Papyrus’ mouth as he eagerly clanked their teeth 
together. 


“But you've been at school all day-” Papyrus tried, but Sans cut him off. 
Funnily enough, Papyrus completely forgot about the rough day he'd had after that. 
“Yes, so my free time should be spent doing what | want, right? Well | want to be right 
here with you.” It was gentle, but it was also a complete shutdown that said he would 
accept no arguments. If there was one thing about Sans, it was that he was stubborn 
to a fault, and once he had decided to do something, there was no stopping him. He 
had been doing this more and more 
after Papyrus had opened up to him 
about pretty much everything he 
had done to keep them safe and 
ted and in a decent house, like the 
multiple jobs he had worked back 
Underground. 


“| guess so,” Papyrus mumbled. Sans 
beamed. 


“Good! Now shh, I’m trying to learn 
about the Milky Way.” 


“You've probably seen this twenty 
times with me already.” 


“Yet each time | come away having 
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Gufaspins 


by SansyFresh 


The first day they were heading to the Surface, Papyrus had a panic attack. It was 
coming, he knew it was; he had seen the signs for it coming a mile away, and so had 
been as prepared as he thought he could get. 


Sure, there were new claw marks in his closet from him grasping at anything but his 
own body, chest heaving for air he couldn't seem to inhale and tears falling from his 
sockets, but he hadn't been in public, hadn't been anywhere near Sans, and had come 
out of it relatively unscathed himself. 


They were working on moving their things to the Surface, emergency housing set up at 
the base of the mountain that the human authorities and volunteers had built up in only 
two weeks’ time. It was a feat of engineering, the little wooden boxes with flat roofs 
and working lights and water. 


There wasn't much else to them, but thankfully no one but the merchants had all that 
much to move. Being poor was suddenly good for something, for some of the families 
that had several children to move up to the Surface. Papyrus did his best to facilitate 
the move for the monsters of Snowdin, for he really felt as Captain of the Snowdin 
Guard that it was his job to make sure everyone made it up safely. 


He did not have a panic again, not until everyone was safely on the Surface and the 
Queen had announced a large cookout. The human volunteers had helped cook the 
meals, making sure there was enough food for alll. 


It was the first time his brother had tasted a burger made with real cheese, something 
they had very little of in the Underground. Sans would deny the tears in his sockets, but 
Papyrus knew better. 


The second panic came not then, not with everyone around and having a good time, 
but that night, laid in his and Sans’ bed with Sans wrapped tightly in his arms. He’d only 
noticed he’d been crying in his sleep, Sans held a little too closely, a little too tightly, 
when Sans himself woke up and started reassuring him. 


“It's okay, Paps, we're safe, we're okay, yeah?” he’d whispered, and Papyrus couldn't 
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say anything. Couldn't reassure him in return that everything was indeed, okay. 


vy Vv 


It was nearly a month later that Papyrus had been helping Undyne with a few crates of 
shipped up food, distributing them out amongst the families first and foremost, when a 
dog came up, saluting Papyrus hastily before rattling off disturbing information. 


Nothing felt okay. 


“Sir, your brother is in a fight with a few humans at the border fence.” 


Papyrus dropped the crate he’d been holding in Undyne’s waiting hands, sprinting 
towards the fence with dangerous intent. If Sans had gotten himself hurt, or worse, 
then he’d be having a word with the King and Queen and Papyrus too. 


Their survival up here depended on their relationship with the humans. 
But when Papyrus arrived, his magic began to boil with rage with what he saw. 


A child, a bun, was laying on the ground behind Sans, who had blasters hovering over 
his shoulder and a wicked grin on his face. The bun had blood on their arm, but seemed 
alright, their chest moving in a slow rhythm. Sans himself looked no worse for wear, but 
the anger coming off of him was intense and unfathomable. 


When Papyrus turned finally to see who had caused such a ruckus, who had hurt a 
child and riled his brother up this much, there were two human men standing there, 
their intent dark and evil. They had knives in hand and a mean grimace on their faces. 
Nothing about them seemed like they wanted to talk this out, like they would ever 
consider a peaceful solution. 


And Papyrus knew pure fucking evil when he saw it. 


——« 


While they were reprimanded for hurting the men that had tried to kill the bun, Papyrus 
knew that the Queen was secretly relieved they had stopped them. She had a soft 
heart for the children, including the human that had set them all free as well as the kids 
of her people. 


Frisk was certainly a strange child. They went about their days now that they were on 
the Surface with purpose and challenge, but they seemed especially enamored with 
Papyrus and his brother. 


Papyrus was never really certain what Frisk’s agenda was when they were still 
Underground, getting hunted for their soul. They seemed young, but not so young they 


hadn't experienced the horrors of life, even before they'd come Underground. 
They were an enigma, one that Papyrus was never sure he’d solve. 


Having come across his brother and Frisk after the judgment (different from a 
Judgment, which Sans had to oversee), he caught them viciously signing something, 
stopping just as he came up to them. Surveying, he found that Sans was in a decent 
mood, smiling softly at the kid. 


“Kiddo ‘ere says that we oughta put guards at tha fence lines. Jus’ as a precaution.” 


Papyrus gave Frisk a side glance, noting how they were staring rigidly up at him, almost 
as if he’d reject their idea simply for some stupid reason. 


He wondered how many times it'd happened before for the reaction to have become 
so commonplace. 


“That sounds like an excellent idea, Frisk. Sans, please inform the Dogs we will be 
having a meeting tonight after dinner.” 


Sans gave him a sloppy salute before disappearing with a pop, leaving Papyrus and 
Frisk alone. 


‘You don’t have to agree, Papyrus.’ Frisk signed, careful to make sure he understood. 


Papyrus waved them off. “My brother needs structure, and what better way to help him 
get out his jollies than by meaningful, protective violence!” 


Frisk laughed at that, so he counted it a win. 


~ FF & 


The next panic attack came when Papyrus was alone. It was his turn to patrol the 
village that night, his eyes sharp and his magic at the ready for any rapscallions that 
thought they might be a dick and try something stupid. Nothing actually happened, 
nothing more than him seeing moving shadows at too late an hour and almost 
skewering his best friend. 


Undyne and Alphys had been dancing around each other for weeks, if not months, 
and it seemed that night they had snuck out to have a little smooching session behind 
Alphys’ assigned house. 


He was only barely able to call off the bones that nearly went through them, and while 
Undyne would have been able to take a hit... he wasn't sure Alphys could have. 
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It horrified him, his overzealous nature to strike first and ask questions later. It was 
something required Underground, but it was not something he wanted to be now. 


So, sneaking back into the main part of the village, he tried to scrub the image of 
Alphys’ dust in Undyne’s hands from his mind. 


——« 


It was a few days later that Toriel made an announcement: human therapists and 
counselors would come to their village to help with acclimating to life outside of the 
Underground. 


How she'd procured that, Edge had no idea. All he could think was... maybe this was his 
chance. A chance to have help changing for the better. Someone to talk to to ease the 
screaming of voices in his head telling him he was no better than the dust on his hands. 


Naturally Red decided he wanted part of it too. 
“Family coun’selin’, bro. Ain't that what they say on TV?” 


That was indeed what many of the talk shows they received up here said. The different 
doctors and such were all big supporters of counseling, or “therapy” as they'd put it. 
And... maybe it wouldn't be so awkward with his brother there to do it with him. 


So when the paper for signing up to be paired with a therapist came around, he 
penned his and Red’s name in careful letters, adding a note on the side that they would 
like to attempt family counseling if at all possible. 


It was a bit of a wait, his time spent keeping the dogs sharp and Undyne sharper, 
before there was any sort of news on when the counselors were arriving. But, finally, he 
received word that the Queen wished to speak with him personally in her little home. 


When he arrived he could smell the heavy scents of pasta smothered in cheese, 
something Frisk had taken a strong liking to. Knocking on the door, he waited at parade 
rest for Toriel to open the door. She did after a moment, her large frame towering over 
his own but even though he’d seen her furious, there was a warmth surrounding her that 
was hard to ignore. 


“My Queen, you summoned me?” he asked, formal as ever, but eased his stance a little 
as Frisk came running out from behind her, a paper in their little hands. 


For youl! And Red!! They signed as well as they were able, Toriel chuckling softly as Frisk 
shoved the paper in his hands. 


He took it carefully between gloved fingertips, giving it a careful read before his 
sockets widened in shock, Frisk wiggling happily and Toriel smiling warmly at him. 


“Go, retrieve your brother and we will eat together as you discuss it with him.” 


Edge couldn't help the way his hands shook as he took the letter of acceptance by 
what it said was a family therapist in his shirt, all but running towards where Red was 
stationed with the largest smile on his face anyone he passed had ever seen. 


That night they would eat together, laughing and joking, Edge’s soul feeling fuller than 
it had in months, the smile on Red’s face more than worth it. 


The next panic came, and the next and the next, until they slowly petered out with the 
help of someone who knew what he’d gone through, and helped him forgive himself for 
the atrocities of his past. 


Someone that helped his brother with the anger that raged inside him, and helped him 
see that nihilism wasn't a good way to live. 


As he stood above the city, Monsterkind having begun to integrate into Ebbott well 
below the mountain they'd been trapped under, Red’s hand in his own... Edge was 
never more grateful for the kind soul that had decided to give them a chance. 
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heya pretty 
boy, care 
for a ride? 


J-JUST GET 
IN THE CAR 
ALREADY. 


IN DEEPER @ UNDERTALE 


CHOOSE YOUR OWN ADVENTURE ENDING 


This is the Papysans (Shipping) ending for SweetSoulLov3r’'s fic, In Deep 


If you haven't read the fic yet, turn to page 56 


Papyrus leaned down slowly, ever so slowly, to touch their foreheads together. If they 
hadn't been underwater, they would have been sharing breath. As it was, they softly 
scraped the bone of their skulls together, the gentle friction spurring the flow of magic 
to that spot and warming it, bringing a dusting of blue to both of their cheeks. When 
Papyrus felt his brother's pelvis shift slightly, he tilted his face so that his teeth met 
Sans’ in the softest of skeleton kisses. There was no hissing intake of air. There was no 
panting. There was only the two of them, bound to one another, kissing in the way only 
skeletons understand to be the most intimate of kisses. 


They stayed like that. Neither of them knew for how long. It didn’t matter. Papyrus had 
found Sans, and brought him back. Now all that was left to do was to bring him home. 


When Sans finally pulled back slightly, breaking their kiss (because there was no 

way in hell Papyrus was letting him go, not after he had finally found him), Papyrus 
was gratified to see that his eyelights were burning strong in his sockets, even if his 
smile had not returned. It was ok, though. He had him now. Sans could take his time 
remembering how to put his mask back on. Even though it was a little unnerving to see 
him without it, there was enough sparkle in his eyes for Papyrus to know that he was 
actually being allowed to witness something rare and beautiful from his dearest love, 
and dearest brother. The truth. 


“There’s my Sans.” 
The corners of that beloved mouth quirked up, and the faintest reply came back. 


“My Pap.” 
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Papyrus stared at his brother with such open admiration and love that Sans’ blush 
threatened to overtake his entire face, and he ducked his head. 


“Take me home?” 


His brother's quietly muttered request was the most vulnerable thing Papyrus had ever 
heard from him. 


“Always.” 


Papyrus gently slipped his gloved hands around his brother's ischium to lift him, and 
Sans offered no resistance; even leaning in to make it easier. He was no stranger 

to being hauled around like a bag of bones by his brother, but this was different. 
Papyrus crushed his brother gently but firmly against his battle body, as if Sans might 
slip through his fingers if he didn’t hold tight enough. He pressed one more soft kiss to 
the crown of Sans’ skull before standing, and then another after. Before they broke 

the surface of the water, he showered his brother with kisses, and was rewarded by a 
soft blue glow that began to radiate from between the vertebrae of Sans’ neck. Sans 
gripped his brother a little tighter than usual, too, nuzzling into his cuirass in a way that 
made Papyrus’ soul swell. 


Only the snowman was present to see Papyrus emerge from the water with a sodden 
blue bundle in his arms; completely ignoring the water pouring from his skull and 
clothing. 


Sans’ skull rasped against Papyrus’ chest plate as he curled in on himself in an attempt 
to hide the bright glow of magic on his cheeks and between his joints. Noticing 

the shift, Papyrus spun his cape around to shield his brother's head and shoulders 
completely from any prying eyes. 


“I've got you.” He pressed his teeth to the cloth where he knew Sans’ aural cavity was 
just below. Papyrus summoned an unneeded breath as he spoke, and he felt some of 
the tension ease from Sans’ body as he literally felt the warmth of his brother's words. 


Sans shifted slightly against Papyrus, and the scrape of his bones on his battle body 
made Papyrus have to steel himself against letting his own rising magic betray him with 
a telltale glow. Skull finally clear of water, he huffed out a wet breath and resolutely 
picked up his pace. 


Monsters who peered out of their windows at the tinkling sound would see Papyrus 
walking stiffly but purposely through town with what looked to be his own, crispy, frost- 
laden scarf covering a mysterious bundle. A thin layer of ice covering his battle body 
and bones constantly cracked and sloughed off into the snow behind him. 


Unusually, he did not greet anyone in passing. Slightly more unusually, he seemed to 
be tempering his gait so as not to jostle whatever it was he was holding tightly in his 


arms. Most unusual of all, his normally invisible eyelights flashed a warning at anyone 
who approached close enough to catch a glimpse of blue and pink beneath his large 
gloves. 


Anyone who figured out who it was in Papyrus’ arms had the sense not to say anything. 


After all, it was just Sans and Papyrus, being Sans and Papyrus. 


Oh, those wacky skeletons. Sometimes it was best to leave them be when they were 
doing their thing. 
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ERFELL 


STARS @& uN 


by MistressofUT 


It was gently snowing. 


Papyrus stood in the middle of their tiny backyard, not quite sure what he had been 
expecting to find when Sans had told him to meet him out here in the dead of night. 
Of all the possibilities, the old, beat-up tent they had grown up in at the Dump was 
the last thing he expected to see. Yet, here it was, under the shadow of their house, 
so many years later. It stood, pitched and ready on the soft bed of snow that made up 
their lawn. 


The canvas was frayed, patched and the dirtiest he’d ever seen it. He even noticed 
a few new stitches on the canvas. Sans must have discovered a few new rips when 
he excavated it from wherever the hell he had kept this thing. Why he kept the tent, 
Papyrus had no idea. The very sight of it pissed him off. 


A sound came from behind the closed flap door. After a bit of shuffling, the zipper was 
pulled down and his brother's face popped into view. 


“About time!” he said, grinning suspiciously wide. “What took ya so long? You're late! 
Get in here!” 


Papyrus didn’t budge. “Sans, what is this?! Why did you bring that ratty thing out? | 
can't even believe you kept it! I'm sure it'll attract mice or bugs or something. Hell, it 


probably has MOLD.” 


“Nah, it’s fine.” Sans looked back inside the tent. “Il cleaned it all up. It’s probably the 
cleanest and driest it’s ever been. You'll love it. Come on in.” 


“Sans...| don’t even think we both fit in there anymore.” 


“Well, we definitely won't be able to live in it again anytime soon, that’s for sure. But 
hell, it should keep us covered for at least one last sleepover.” 


Papyrus arched an eye-ridge. A sleepover? Is that what this was? 
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“Sans, don't be ridiculous! Get out of there right this instant!” 


His brother rolled his eyes and instead of coming out, he disappeared back inside. 
“Sorry, boss. You'll have to come and get me. ...Will you just come on, already! | swear, 
it’s like you're allergic to fun.” 


Papyrus frowned. That...was not true. He rolled his own eyes and sighed. “Five minutes. 
That's all you get. If you don’t tell me what the hell this is all about, | swear—" 
“God! Just shut up and get the fuck in here already, will ya, Boss?!” 


“Oh that does it!!” Bristling with rage, Papyrus nearly ripped the entry flap right off the 
tent’s seam to get inside, awkwardly crawling on all fours. “If you think you can talk to 
me like...GAH! It’s pitch dark in here!!” 


“Close the door,” Sans said in the gloom. “You're letting the snow in.” 


Curiosity softened the edge of Papyrus’ anger as he noticed that his brother had lined 
the entire ceiling and walls with heavy black fabric. Grumbling obscenities, he zipped 
up the flap and crawled towards where he last heard his brother's voice. 


Sans hadn't lied. It was dry as a bone in here and comfy too. He felt soft, fuzzy pillows 
and blankets on the floor, all the way up to the wall. 


“Where did you get these?” 


“Borrowed them from Patricia, you know the hag who owns the Inn?” Sans explained. 
Papyrus could hear him rummaging with something in the dark. “Heh. | guess being an 
assistant to the Royal Scientist has other perks too. | can ask for anything and they give 
it to me...” 


The mention of his brother's new job made Papyrus’ nonexistent stomach twist. He 
heard the rumors and he didn’t like them, one bit, but he wasn’t sure if Sans knew that 
he knew. And honestly, he didn’t want to ruin all the work that Sans had already put in 
tonight towards...whatever the hell this was about. So he didn't say anything. 


He still had no clue what the hell Sans was planning. What the hell sparked this sudden, 
near-childlike mischievousness in his brother? He had been in such a weird way ever 


since... 


Oh. 
Was that it? 
“Get comfy,” Sans said softly, still fiddling in the dark. He didn’t even light up his eye. 


Papyrus wondered how he could see in this darkness. “Lie down, Papyrus. You're gonna 
love this.” 


The use of his real name soothed away the dregs of his previous rage, so he laid his 
head down on a pillow. The heels of his boots pushed against the far canvas wall, but 
Sans had been right. They had just enough space for sleeping side by side. There was 
even a bit of wiggle room to boot. 


Still, Papyrus crossed his arms tightly over his chest, determined to remain at least a 
little pissed off. “Well? What is this about?” 


It was too dark to tell, but it didn’t matter. Papyrus could practically feel Sans grinning, 
his brother's teeth probably threatening to overtake his face as he spoke. “Check it 
out.” 


There was a click and a light flashed from Sans’ corner. Papyrus’ eye lights widened, his 
arms loosening their grip on themselves. 


Splashed across the black ceiling were an array of white, twinkling lights - dozens 
of them! Too many to actually count. They weren't like the ones from the stones in 
Waterfall. No, these were much brighter and 

they moved! Just like the real thing. Papyrus 

stared slack jawed for a moment, before 

finally tearing his eyes away to look at his 

brother. 


Sans was grinning wider than he’d ever seen 
him, looking very satisfied by his reaction, 
the fake starlight glinting off his gold tooth. 
The light came from a small crystal ball in his 
hand. It appeared to be a lamp attached to 
some device and a battery. 


“Where on earth...” 


“Neat, huh?” His brother set the lamp down between them. “And this is just the 
beginning...” 


Papyrus watched incredulously as his brother reached towards a dark corner and 
pulled out... 


...Oh my god. 
“| don't think I’ve read this one to you yet,” Sans said, cracking open a hardcover book. 
Its cover faded with age, but Papyrus could still make out an image of what looked like 


swirls of colored dots. 


His brother cleared his throat...and began to read. 
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Sans skipped the introduction and got right into the meat of things. He spoke of the 
stars, of what they were made of, what made them burn and glow and twinkle. He 
talked and Papyrus found himself barely listening. Instead of the words and their 
meanings, his attention gravitated to the sound of his brother's soft voice and the easy 
smile that pulled on the corners of his face as his eyes roamed the book's pages. 


True, his brother was always grinning, but this was different. There was no hidden 
meaning, no sarcasm behind it. No lies. In fact, there wasn’t anything at all. 
God, was his brother...actually happy? 


Every now and again, Sans would flip a switch on the lamp and the magical 
scenery above would change, the sparkling dots shifting and glowing more brightly. 
Constellations stood out - the Big Dipper, the Little Dipper, Virgo, Orion, Sirius... 


They captured Papyrus’ attention, their dazzling light holding him spellbound as if the 
device was made out of magic and not simply pieces of metal, glass and wire, but 
never for long. 


Papyrus would find his gaze being pulled, almost as if against his will, back towards his 
brother's face. Sans barely looked up from the book, engrossed in the science behind 
the words, though he did occasionally shoot a glance at the ceiling, his smile growing 
in fractions at the sight of his little light show, and at him, perhaps to make sure he was 
paying attention. His brother's gaze never lingered, however, returning to the book, and 
Papyrus found himself wishing he didn’t look away, wishing he’d just shut up and put 
down the damn book. 


Papyrus didn't care about any of this stuff. Sure it was pretty, but it was all make- 
believe. None of it mattered. None of it was real. 


...Only one thing was real. 


One thing that mattered. 


BY YOUR SIDE ALWAYS @ uN 


by SinnySkelle 
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ERTALE 


It wasn't supposed to be like this. Everything was supposed to be easier now. 
Everything was supposed to be safer now. For crying out loud, he was King! Papyrus 
did his best to hold his composure as the royal guards fanned out, searching every 
inch of Snowdin for Sans. A surprise attack from a rebel group left the royal caravan 

in shambles. Sans had been riding with Papyrus in the carriage as they made their way 
through the underground on their welfare trip to all the different towns and zones, but 
had jumped out to help protect the carriage and its king along with the other guard 
members. Sans didn't have to do this anymore! Papyrus fought through the ranks so 
Sans didn’t have to put himself on the line for him. Stars, how could this happen? In 
their old home town no less! Not too long ago, Sans and himself were basically the 
authority of this town. Well... Papyrus was anyway. Sans was still no stranger to the 
occasional threat of death and violence. That’s why Papyrus knew being lieutenant of 
the Royal Guard wasn’t enough, he needed to be king to ensure his brother's safety. But 
now, that exact power has put Sans in danger. 


Papyrus waited with the protection unit that would not leave his side, essentially forcing 
him to stand back while others looked for his brother, their king's safety being their 
main priority. His eye socket smoked with pent up anger and magic just itching to come 
out. It was like being a child all over again. Unable to do anything to help Sans while 
he puts himself in harm’s way just to protect Papyrus. Waiting helplessly in the caves of 
Waterfall, not sure if today will be the day Sans never comes home... It made him feel 
weak. It made him feel helpless. 


“My lord!” Doggo announced himself with a solute, catching Papyrus’ attention. “We 
received word from one of the captured rebels that the attack was aimed at your 
advisor, not you. You should be free to go back to the castle.” 

Dogamy and Dogaressa smiled in unison with Dogaressa speaking up. “What a relief.” 
Dogamy nodded in agreement with his wife. “But why go for the royal advisor and not 
the king? Seems like they missed the obvious choice if their goal was to overthrow the 


government.” 


Doggo let out a chuckle while he fished out a bone to light up. “Apparently they 


weren't expecting the king to be out on welfare trips so early on after his inauguration. 
They thought it would just be his advisor,” Doggo shook his head with a smirk, proud 
that they were able to foil the rebel’s plan before they could really grow and gain more 
traction with the citizens of the underground. 


Dogaressa nodded again at their teammates’ response. The citizens of the 
Underground were still on edge after the random murders caused by the latest human. 
A lot of distrust was placed on the Royal Guard for not being able to protect them, 

or the king. There were rumors that Papyrus even let the human past Snowdin which 
caused a lot of anger when he was named the next successor to the late King Asgore. 
Still, the remaining Royal Guard was glad they were able to save their king this time. 
Two blunders in a row would completely shatter any credibility they had left. Dogaressa 
smiled at her team. “How fortuitous they only targeted the advisor.” 


Papyrus’ rage boiled and his patience finally snapped. “Fortuitous!?” 


The team flinched and turned to their king with fearful eyes, wondering what they did 
to spur Papyrus’ ire. 


Papyrus’ temper was just getting started as he crowded in on the team’s space. “You 
morons barely held your own against an assault, one where Sans had to jump out and 
help you! The rebel says their target was Sans all along and you think your pathetic 
attempt at protection means you won?! They got what they wanted all along! You 
failed! So instead of patting yourselves on the back for a mediocre job, you can get off 
your asses, make yourself useful, and find Sans before | finish the rebels’ jobs for them 
and take you out myself!” 


All three members of the Royal Guard gulped and solutted with shaky fists. “Yes my 
lord!” Everyone then dashed off to get to work. They all remembered Papyrus’ fury back 
when he was lieutenant of the Royal Guard, and it seemed his anger only grew along 
with his ranking. 


Papyrus sighed as the smoking crimson magic in his eye light began to fizzle down. He 
then turned and began his own search for his brother, now that his protection unit was 
currently running off with their tails between their legs. 


Papyrus remembered back to their time in Snowdin and tried to rack his brain for where 
Sans could be. He didn't see any dust on the snow, and he refused to believe Sans was 
anything except fine. So if Sans escaped death, where would he be hiding? Where 
would Sans normally go when he wanted to stay safe in Snowdin. Papyrus pondered his 
brother's past and old habits before they moved to the castle. Stars, it already feels like 
a lifetime ago... 


Suddenly, it came to him. Without wasting a moment, Papyrus dashed off in the 
direction he remembered so well, towards Sans’ sentry station. Just past the station 
that still had bottles of mustard hidden under the shelf, past the oddly shaped 
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broken lamp, over his deadly bridge trap, and finally to the large, sealed doors of the 
Underground's Ruins. 


Papyrus’ soul skipped a beat when he spotted a slumped over figure wearing robes 
with the royal insignia. The same robes given to the royal advisor. “Sans!” Papyrus 
called out and sprinted towards his brother. 


Sans lifted his skull up and gave a weak smile seeing his brother through his blurry 
vision. He didn’t manage to get away from the rebel attack completely unscathed. A 
few scuffs and bruises here, a right hook that threatened to knock out his gold tooth 
a second time there, and Sans was left worse for wear. “Sup bro. How’d you find 
me?” Sans was fully prepared to wait out his recovery by the ruins door. It wasn't as 
comforting as it used to be. The lady behind the door no longer answered his knocks, 
nor whispered back any terrible jokes. He could only assume the kid got to them too 
before they escaped the underground. Little brat. 


Papyrus slid to his knees and immediately 
enveloped Sans in a protective hug. He could feel 
Sans stiffen in his hold. He knew he was acting out 
of character, showing weakness out in the open 
like this, but Papyrus couldn't find it in him to care. 
His bones shook with pent up emotions he refused 
to admit was fear as his arms tightened around his 
older brother, relief flooding him after seeing he 
wasn't dusting. “Sans you fool! | thought...” Papyrus’ 
voice cracked and he couldn't find the strength to 
finish his sentence. Just the thought of losing Sans 
was too much to bear. Instead he simply held Sans 
tighter till he could feel his brother's soul beating against his chest. The beats were 
fast, Papyrus noticed absently, wondering if Sans was secretly scared. He loosened his 
grip just enough to look Sans over in his arms, still not letting the other go. He saw the 
beginnings of a soft crimson flush on Sans’ skull and wondered if maybe he was injured 
and was now coming down with a fever. 


“Papyrus...” Sans started with a nervous wobble to his voice, “I'm okay, you don't need 
ta freak out over me.” Sans could tell Papyrus wanted to argue, but instead simply held 
onto him again, keeping his hold tight. Sans couldn't help but hug Papyrus back. His bro 
was scared, really scared. He could feel Papyrus shaking. For crying out loud, he was 
hugging him out in the open! Papyrus never showed emotion like this out in public. He 
barely showed any concern even in the privacy of their own home. Sans couldn't deny 
it, it felt nice... Originally, he was just happy his baby bro was okay, but now... Sans 
couldn't help but feel his magic warm his skull as his soul fluttered. He liked being held 
by Papyrus like this. Not that he’d ever admit it out loud! 


Eventually, Papyrus pulled away from Sans and began to thoroughly look the other over 
for injuries. There were a few bloody scrapes and knots that would eventually bruise 


up, but they weren't poor in Snowdin anymore. Papyrus was the king and had access 
to the royal healers. “I'll have the healers look these over as soon as we get back to the 
castle,” Papyrus informed as he turned Sans’ skull this way and that to inspect for more 
injuries. 


Sans could feel his skull warm with even more magic with Papyrus’ hands on his face. 
Why was Papyrus being so concerned and... well, gentle? Where was the rage, the 
outbursts? “Paps, really, I’m okay.” Sans tried to defend again, weakly. He did hurt, but 
he wanted a nap more than anything right now. 


Papyrus glared at Sans’ insistence on his obviously poor health. He had eyelights, he 
could clearly see he wasn't ‘okay’. “You will let the heathers tend to you when we get 
home or so help me | will hold you down and bandage you myself!” Papyrus threatened, 
his glare showing this wasn’t up for debate. 


Ah, there's the fiery rage of concern Sans knew so well. 


After a nervous nod in agreement, Sans allowed Papyrus to pick him up and carry him 
back to the carriage where the Royal Guard waited (anxiously) for their king's return. 


The ride back to the castle was full of awkward and tense silence. Sans rubbed his arm 
nervously as he kept sneaking glances at Papyrus. Papyrus on the other hand looked as 
though he was burning a hole into the carriage with his glare. Occasionally he would 
glance down at Sans and they would share an awkward moment of holding each 
other's stare, but both would quickly avert their gazes and pretend to be interested in 
the changing scenery outside. 


Sans could still feel his soul pounding and he tried his best to keep its beats down. It 
didn’t help that Papyrus kept a protective arm around his middle and would not let go 
throughout the whole ride back. He fought the part of him that wanted to lean into his 
brother's side. 


Once at the castle Papyrus shouted orders for the chambermaids to tend to Sans and 
for others to fetch the royal healer immediately. Sans wanted to argue that he didn’t 
need all the attention and fuss, but one glance at Papyrus’ stern look was enough to 
shut his big trap. Once safely in Sans’ room, Papyrus refused to leave his side. Even 
when his chambermaids removed Sans’ clothes down to his boxers. A sheet was given 
to Sans for warmth and decency when even his boxers were removed so the healer 
could properly inspect him. Warm crimson magic worked its way back onto Sans’ skull 
when Papyrus’ eye lights bore into every inch of his exposed bone. Sans could feel his 
soul speed up and he was sure the healer noticed while looking him over, but thankfully 
didn’t say anything about it. Sans was sure this whole ordeal wasn’t going to help the 
rumors the royal staff had been spreading. Whispers that the new king fancied his 
brother spread like wildfire shortly after their move into the castle. As if on queue, Sans 
caught some of the chambermaids whispering out the corner of his sight. One maid 
whispered to another who whispered to another who shared a whisper to another on 
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the other side of the door that was discreetly cracked. All involved shared suspicious 
glances at the king who didn’t seem to notice anything else in the room other than his 
brother. Sans frowned and looked down in shame. 


Sans had an inkling of his feelings for his brother, but had done his best to stomp them 
down. Sans was already a blight on Papyrus’ life with him being a weak 1 HP monster 
for a brother. Like hell he was going to bring Papyrus down further by being the freak 
that also loved his brother more than he should. Stars only knows what Papyrus would 
think of him if he found out. 


But Papyrus’ constant concerned stares were not helping the nervous flutter in his soul. 
Hope burning just as hot as his LV in his mana lines. It was too much that Sans had to 
look away, unable to even look at his baby brother anymore. 


The avoidant glances did not go unnoticed. Papyrus frownd when he saw Sans unable 
to even look in his direction. His own soul aching in a way that made him feel anxious. 
Papyrus decided to ignore it as he addressed the royal healer. “So, tell me. Is Sans 

okay?” Papyrus demanded, his arms crossed as he stepped closer to the healer’s side. 


The royal healer, an old and wise turtle monster named Gerson, huffed as he inspected 
a dangerous chip on Sans’ sternum. “He's going to be okay. Saved by a nick it seems. 
Look here,” Gerson traced a new scar forming on Sans’ sternum causing the smaller 
skeleton to shiver at the touch. “What happened here, son?” The old turtle asked Sans. 


Sans rubbed at his own sternum and looked down, noticing the new scar. “Oh, this 
musta been where one of em tried ta stab me. But it just nicked a bone. Heh, lotsa 
spaces to miss on a skeleton, see?” Sans gestured to all the spaces in between his ribs 
with a cheeky grin. 


Gerson hummed thoughtfully, not giving into Sans’ act to try and seem nonchalant. 
“This is true son, but look what was right in that gap,” Gerson pointed, his finger close 
to touching Sans’ soul that floated helplessly just behind the scarred bone. “Had the 
blade been any longer, it would have gone right through your soul.” Gerson informed 
with a serious tone to his voice. 


This caused Papyrus to stiffen and stare down at Sans’ soul that was hidden behind 
the chipped sternum. A cold sweat gathered on Papyrus’ skull as a raging cyclone of 
emotions boiled inside him. Sans could have been killed. He was inches away from 
being stabbed in the soul. He could have died... 


Sans felt a nervous sweat drop down his skull at Gerson’s scolding tone. He was aware 
he had been close to death, but that’s just how Sans’ life had always been. He tried not 
to think about it. Disassociating from the constant threat and dangers was the only way 
he knew how to deal with the stress. Besides, the choice was to go into battle, or risk 
Papyrus being hurt. And when put into that context, Sans knew the answer every time. 
He'd always jump in front of a dagger if it meant to save his brother. Every single time. 


Gerson started to pack up his medical supplies as he addressed the king on his 
advisor’s health. “Skeleton monsters are hard to hit because you guys lack all the 
fleshy bits us other monsters have. But that also means you're more exposed than 
others. Your souls are right there for the danger. No flesh to protect it.” Gerson turned 
towards Papyrus and gave the stressed king a kind smile. “But your advisor is okay and 
in good health. All that nappin he does gave him the extra HP to come out of that scot 
free. | recommend he rests up, eat a little more for his magic reserves, and he'll be 
good as new in no time.” Gerson gave Papyrus a 
sympathetic pat on his shoulder, letting him know 
his brother really was going to be okay. But he 
knew Papyrus would worry anyway. He could tell 
the two had a bond like no other, and that bond 
didn’t come without its complications. 


Papyrus nodded to Gerson, giving the healer his 
permission to leave. Once the old turtle monster 
was gone along with the other chambermaids, it 
was back to awkward silence between the two 
left in the room. 


The silence was deafening. Sans was sure Papyrus could hear his soul beating at this 
point and the quiet was driving him crazy. He needed to leave. Needed some distance 
from Papyrus or his skull was going to combust. “Well,” Sans started with a bit of a 
stammer, “| guess you should get back ta work, Boss. You heard the doc, I'm all good. 
Just need some sleep and I'll be back ta normal.” And he could get dressed and cover 
his sternum finally. It felt nerve wracking having Papyrus stare at his bare bones and 
soul. The thought made Sans tighten his hold on the sheet around him, pulling it up 
slightly to cover more than just his pelvis. 


Papyrus rose a brow ridge at Sans. “What makes you think I’m simply going to go back 
to work? I’m going to watch over you and make sure you are okay.” He then strode over 
to Sans’ closet and began to pull out fresh clothes, one being another robe with the 
royal insignia. He threw the clothes down onto the bed while going back to the closet, 
looking for pants to match. 


Sans frowned and stood up, holding the sheet to his chest. “Paps I'm fine. You can't 
expect everyone ta just drop everything just so you can babysit me. | know you have 
meetings today. Work has ta get done. You can’t just flake on your king duties just for 
me.” Sans knew that if Papyrus did that, it would only further solidify the rumors going 
around that Papyrus was weak for his brother. Stars that’s probably why they were 
attacked today! If those rumors were already reaching rebel forces outside the castle 
walls, who knows what else the rebels might know. They'd use the information to get 
to Papyrus. Sans knew he has always been a burden on Papyrus. It was like this back 
in Snowdin when Papyrus was lieutenant of the Royal Guard. Papyrus had to start 
distancing himself from Sans before his stupid brotherly loyalty got himself hurt. Or 
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worse, killed! 
Like hell Sans was going to let that happen. 


Papyrus scowled and turned to Sans with a challenging glare. “| am the king and what 

| say goes. If that means meetings are cancled for the day, then they will be fucking 
cancled!” The thought of being apart from Sans right now made his emotions flare up 
and his soul ache. The last thing he could think about right now was work. Images of 
Sans injured and no one around to tend to him flooded Papyrus’ mind and made his 
magic spark with agitation. How many times had Sans hid wounds from him? How often 
did Sans play off injuries just so he wouldn't notice? Sans almost died today! He almost 
lost his brother! 


Sans growled in frustration as he grabbed the new clothes off the bed in a huff. 
“Freakin stubborn bone head...” He mumbled as he walked behind the changing screen 
and began to dress himself in the clean robes. 


“What was that?” Papyrus barked as he threw the old and torn robes into the laundry 
bin next to the closet. He couldn't look at the gashes in Sans’ old clothing anymore. It 
made him anxious. Just a few inches to the left or right and Papyrus would have truly 
been alone in the Underground. 


“| said,” Sans shouted as he came out from behind the changing screen, wearing fresh 
royal advisor robes. “Yer a frickin bone head! If ya keep worrying about me Papyrus, it’s 
going to get you killed! I'm going to get you killed! Can't you see that?” Sans stalked 
towards a stunned Papyrus and poked him in the chest, glaring up at him with watery 
sockets, his own emotions threatening to spill over. “You have to stay away from me, I’m 
no good for you!” Had Sans been caught staring at Papyrus, maybe he said something 
to give his feelings away. Regardless, he’s the reason their caravan was attacked 
today. It was clear Sans was the problem. He was the threat to Papyrus’ reputation, to 
his throne. To everything he worked so hard to achieve. 


“And who the hell says you are no good for me?” Papyrus demanded right back, his 
anger and voice rising to match Sans’. Was his brother trying to leave him? Why so 
much distance, even now that they made it this far together. 


“Everyone!” Sans shouted, his arms outstretched as if to insinuate the whole 
Underground knew he was a poison to Papyrus. A sick poison. 


“Screw everyone then! You're my brother and | love you! So | want you by my side!” 
Papyrus leaned down to glare challengingly, directly into Sans’ eyes. 


“But people are starting to think it’s more than brotherly love! You're putting a target 
on yourself!” Sans shouted back, leaning forward, and almost pressing his forehead 
against Papyrus’. “If I'm around I'll ruin everything you worked for!” 


“Well, what if it is more than brotherly love?! It 


doesn’t change that | want you and only you by my 
side!” 


Both Papyrus and Sans froze. 
The air was still with a rumbling silence. 


Both skeletons stared into the other's eye lights, 
neither one breathing. 


It was Sans who broke the spell of silence first with 
a soft breath, “You love me... more than a brother?” his voice whispered softly. 


It was Papyrus’ turn for his skull to heat up. He held Sans’ stare as a crimson hue 
bloomed across his face. 


“Paps...?” Sans whispered with the tiniest burning of hope in his throat. 


Papyrus stared Sans down long and hard until he swallowed the lump that threatened 
to choke him. “I do...” Papyrus admitted out loud. His soul finally singing now that 
Papyrus admitted it to himself. 


Sans could feel his soul soar and his emotions finally bubbled over. A happy tear 
streamed from his socket down his cheek. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. 
Was he dreaming? Did the kid actually kill him and this was the afterlife? 


Papyrus saw the crimson tear travel down Sans’ stunned face. He panicked. Did he 
cross a line? Did he mess everything up?! Papyrus straightened himself and began to 
turn away, ready to run from Sans and the rejection. “I’m sorry-" Before Papyrus could 
run off, his hand was grabbed and he was turned back around, coming face to face 
with Sans right before the other lunged forward and their teeth met with a soft click. 


Sparks flew in Papyrus’ eyes. He could feel the tingle of magic sparking between them 
right before Sans’ hands came to cradle his face. 
Papyrus melted to the touch, immediately relaxing 
into Sans’ hold, his own arms wrapping around the 
other's middle, pulling Sans in as he kissed him back 
passionately. 


Sans didn’t know what happened. One moment 

he was frozen in time by Papyrus’ words, the next 
his body was moving on its own, pulling his brother 
down for their first ever kiss. It was just as magical 
as he imagined. Sans’ sockets closed as he savored 
the moment, feeling Papyrus pull him closer in his 
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arms. Sans continued the kiss, enjoying the pleasant spark of magic between the two, 
their kiss long, but gentle. How many times had Sans dreamed of this. Fantasized of 
how this moment would go. The dreams were nothing compared to reality. 


Papyrus heard Sans make a small mewling noise when the kiss dragged on and Papyrus 

pushed inside the other's mouth with his tongue. His body was on autopilot, eager to 

finally give into the hidden feelings and show Sans just how much he really does care 
about the other. Eager to show his big brother 
just how capable he is of taking care of him 
now. Papyrus’ tongue rolled and danced with 
Sans’ as he mapped out the smaller skeleton’s 
mouth, tracing over the other's tongue, tasting the 
heated magic on his. To say Sans was intoxicating 
was an understatement. A relatively forceful kiss 
had Sans shivering in his arms and Papyrus knew 
he needed to stop now or else he wouldn't be 
able to later. 


The two parted their kiss with heated pants and 

flushed skulls. Papyrus couldn't help but think Sans 
looked perfect with a crimson blush on his face and his eye lights dilated. Staring at 
him with a blissed out endearing look. “Sans...” Papyrus started, but found himself at a 
loss for words. 


“| love you too...” Sans blurted out. His soul pounding and his legs threatening to give 
way if it wasn’t for Papyrus still holding onto him so protectively. 


“You do?” Papyrus asked, surprised. He was sure he had ruined everything when he saw 
Sans cry. “But, | thought...” Papyrus stammered, unsure how to explain his concern. 


Sans looked down, a little bit of shame making him avert his eyes. “I heard the maids 
whispering rumors about us. And | didn’t want it ruining your reputation. So | tried ta 
stay distant, push down my feelings. I’m your big bro for crying out loud! I'm supposed 
ta protect youl” He explained, finally looking up at Papyrus with apologetic eyes. 


Papyrus held Sans close with one arm while the other reached up to hold his chin, 
forcing Sans to hold his gaze. “For once Sans... let me be the one to protect you.” 
Papyrus watched the way Sans’ eye lights wavered and a smile slowly crept its way on 
his brother's adorable skull. “And the best way for me to do that... is if you're by my side, 
always...” Papyrus whispered the last part like a request, begging Sans to accept his 
feelings and his proposal for Sans to be much more than simply his royal advisor. 


Sans didn’t trust his voice so he nodded with a growing smile. “I'll always be by your 
side, Papyrus... | love you.” 


Papyrus smiled and captured Sans’ mouth in another tender and loving kiss. The two 


lost themselves to the moment, just enjoying the freedom of loving the other openly. 
Finally, neither one was avoiding the other. Finally, they didn’t have to pretend to hate 
one another to fool those around them. It was dangerous to openly love someone in the 
Underground, but both Sans and Papyrus knew they were stronger together. And if they 
survived this long, they could survive anything, as long as they had the other by their 
side. 


The kiss continued on as the two held each other close. It wasn’t until Papyrus broke the 
kiss to whisper next to Sans’ skull, “Sans, become my queen...” 


Both their souls pulsed in unison, the marking of a new chapter in their lives. 
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ARTIST WHO DOESN'T STOP DRAWING SKELETONS AND MAKING MONSTERS 


Thanks for watching and big thanks to the hosts for 
creating the zine! I enjoy drawing the comic so much! 
Specialthanks toKamari(Kamari883@AO8) who helps 
alot on proofreading the dialogue! 


RABBIT SEASON? 
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MERCH SP 


MOH @ Were, Meke exe 
i ” a <F yo, itm ray 


sweetest. 
i like bones 
ok cool nice bye 


Rae Hamate 
Artist 


Twitter: @R»eHamato 
Tumble: andersrinomtales-blog 


_» find me in ur bird app 


@tired_cringe \ 


Howdy, folks! 
~Ravvi ~ : I’m ReadWithDetermination, 


; ; but all Read. 
Writer and artist, i lla 


who is... Champion of Comedy of Errors, Plots ‘Twists, 


and Crack Treated Seriously. 


...definitely not a cat. 
You can find my other work here on AOS: 


yw @RavenTyvi [G/M Rawi https://archiveofourown.org/users/Read WithDetermination 


XEXEKEX GKREXEXEX, 


Twitter (NSFW): 
@Reiko06819411 

Ao3: ReikoNatsume 

Let the skeleton 
brothers reign supreme! 
Muahahaha! 


Trrerryerreer errr UCT CRTC CPUC Ce eee Ce eee ee eee ree ee eee ee eee 


MERCH ARTIST 


weXe XexXe 


D Celevilattes 
403 @ devilattes 


~BREX 


Stead @ ede 


twitter: esaltyflowey 


ao?: saltwaterflower 


PREM RE XM 


If you've ever read a fic and 
thought "I wish I could write" but were 
too afraid to try, just go for it! Don't 
let fear or worry stop you from doing 
something you want to. 

Write and have fun! 


Tumblr, twitter and AO3: 
silverryu25 


TIETEI Ee 


Yee <exe Kerrie <erx<e 


Working on this 
project was so 
much fun! 

Hope you enjoy °) 


Twitter: @SinnySkelle 
~ Ao3: SinnySKelle 


MERCH ARTIST 


~eKoexwexrx 
BOPARTIOUSZ 0008 


ARTIST 4 ILLUSTRATOR 


x~eKexKerXe 


Hi, I'm SweetSoulLov3r'! 


I love Undertale, monster folk, 
and sweet comfort-type stories 


E  @® sparkicvs 2000 art 
© @ spaticus 2000 
BW ® searhcvs 2000) 

EH @ seathcus 2000 


Find me on twt and AO3 


This is my first time participating in a zine! 
Thank eo for reading 


& @S path Cus 280 2 | art by @zwagyzonk 


Mey OXURO XOX, 


MERCH ARTIST 
~woAS*KeEXe KMeKexere 


2 ? Zn) 
@venelona = 3 2 
venelona = #0 | ““aa@iccaoDininacep g 
te Artist & 2D Animator I . 


on Tumblr, Twitter, 
~eweretoons () wereToons 
CY weretoons 
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Treeeeyerrr cere RCereeeTre CEU CCT Ur eee ee ee eee ee EEE ee RTC CCE CCE eee eer Ce eee eee eee ee eee eee 


MERCH ARTIST 


KAKPRIR 
WUhlLow-/ Quiche 

OSes. @ 

—* NXNXNKN. 


i 


im & Sd im d 
‘a OC Va OC 


£3 zu-is-here 


Thank you! <3 


~ 


‘, 


M - Co-Host 
eTheMsource93 


it eTheMsource 


~ TheMsource 


eLunahrasDraws 


te eLunahras-Draws 


Chara - Writer Mod 


edevilattes 


x devilattes 


Skele - Discord Mod 
eskeleshipper 


eitscomplickated 


itscomplickated 
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